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X EN HE Collection of Pſalms here 
F offered to the Public, are ſuch 
as may juſtly claim the Atten- 

tion of the Devout and true 
Chriſtian, nor be no-unpleafing Entertain- 
ment to all who admire the mt and 
Charms of POETRY, 


The great Variety of Subjefs which are 


«diverſified through the whole Book of 


Pſalms, make it impoſſible to imagine that 
any one Perſon, though of the moſt ex- 
alted and fublime Genius, could ever ſuc- 


ceed in a poetical Verſion of the Whole, 


to equal, or even to compare with the 
Divine Originals: and for the Truth of 


this Obſervation, the Verſions of ſevera] 


A learned 
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learned Men are a ſufficient Proof; where, 
at a ſight Inſpection, *tis eaſy to perceive 
how much inferior ſeveral of them are in 
Point of Senſe, or the Beauties of Po- 


© 


TRY, to what others are, though compo. ' 
ſed, by the ſame Hand: and this might 1 N 
be owing to a particular Plalni, which © 


may not be a Subject ſuitable to the Ge- 
nius of the Poet; whereas another whom 


it ſhall ſuit, (though inferior) will render it 


as beautiful and pleaſing as any compoſed 


deter: nn mafterly Hand. 


* 
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9 Divine Poetry has, through all Ages, 


6 


cc 


from the. firſt Improvement. of Lan- 


guage in the World, been held in Ho- 
nonr and Eſteem. Many of the An- 


cients excelled therein; and to this we ö 
chiefly owe the lofty Themes and ſubs 7 


lime Sentiments. of the Prophets. There 
is, in all the diſtin& Varieties of it, a 

certain peculiar Propriety, Sweetneſs and 
Majeſty, that ooths the Attention, and 
bears up the Mind upon the Wings of 


ce Tranſport: But when the Muſe kin- 
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* dles her Fires! in Heaven, and tunes her 
Num- 
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4 Numbers to the Symphony of Kugeln 
4 we are warm'd with heavenly Raptures, 
. and filled with the Divine Attributes 
„ and Perfections.“ And the Pſalms which 
breathe with ſuch ſacred Ardour in Praiſe 
and Love to the SUPREME BEING, from 
whoſe Inſpiration ſuch heavenly Strains, 
could only flow. fay, a poetical Ver- 
fion of them in the Engliſh Language, 
ſuch as might compare with the Pignity 
of the Originals, would be a valuable 
Treaſure But of this we muſt ever deſ- 
_ a8 s to. complete ſuch an Undertaking» 

8a Poet of the higheſt Claſs, of a: 
4 Os unbounded Genius; in whom 
muſt be united to the moſtſublime Thoughts, 
a noble Turn of Expreſſion, an eaſy and 
natural Dignity; in-ſhort, he ought to be 
inſpired with that Divine Spirit which il- 
luminated the Mind of the Royal. PSALL 
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The ſeveral Verſions now in Efteem,, 
beſide” thoſe of Srernold and Hophins, and 
Tate and Brady, ſung in Churches, are 
Dr. Mutto's, Sir John Denbum's, and a 

| A 8 few 


few others : The firſt of theſe is the beſt 


L vii ] 


that has ever yet appeared; but they being 
confined to a particular Claſs of People, 


| Fe not in univerſal Eſteem; and I; think 


e peculiar Turn of ſeveral is ſtretched a 
little too far. As to Sir John Denbam's, 


Which are the Produ# of his Piety and n 
red Years, we may in his Verſion obſerve 


@ moſt devout Elevation of Soul, and wonr 
4 Energy. and Beauty of Enpraſion: In 
„ think they have Claim to a very 


great Share of Merit How uſeful, they 
were to Dr. Matis, and the fine Thoughts 
which he has taken from him, is very — 


viqus, on comparing them together. 

to the preſent Verſion, which is, with = 
greateſt Care, collected from the yz s ＋ 
AuTHORS, and which to compleat, no 
Pains or, Expence has been ſpared, 

humbly ſubmitted to the Candour _ 
Judgment of the diſcerning Reader, how 
far — tis to all that os 5 before 


e honed 20, Perſon will be diſpleaſed 
at there being ſo many, Nuplicates of ſe- 
veral particular ber as their Merit __ 
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be ſufficiently known by the Reputation 
and Fame their great Authors have ny 
acquired. 


To conclude ; every Perſon who is an 
* Adniirer of the Pſalms, or has a Taſte for 
ti. Divine Poetry, cannot fail, on the Peruſal 
ve of what is here offered, of being agreeably 
a7 © entertained, not with Trifles of little Con- 
In 7 ſequence, or Things of no Moment, but 
ry 6 in ſuch a Manner as may tend to their 
y oven Good, and the Glory of that su- 
ts 
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PSALM I. By Dr. Gigs. 


T HRI CE happy he! that does refuſe 


With impious ſinners to combine; 
Who ne'er their wicked Way purſues, 
And does the corner s /eat decline. 


But till to learn, and to obey 

5 The law of God is his delight; 

In that employs himſelf all day, 

4 And reads and thinks 1 28 at night. 


For 


WS 


For as a tree, whoſe ſpreading root 

By ſome prolific ſtream is fed, 
Produces fair and timely fruit, 

And num'rous boughs adorn its head : 


Whoſe very leaves, though ſtorms deſcend, 
In lively verdure ſtill appear; 
Such bleſſings always ſhall attend 
The man that does the Lord revere. 


7 
But O, how diffrent ſhall it be 
With thoſe that for their ſins are curſt ! 
Whom ſoon confounded we ſhall ſee, 
Like chaff with ev'ry wind diſperſt: 


And how, alas! ſhall they appear, 

| Before the judge enthron'd on high, 

Oppreſs'd with horror and deſpair, 
While good men enter into joy |! 


For ſtill the Lord from h av'n looks down, 
And ſees what good and bad men do; 
That thoſe he with rewards may crown, 


, And theſe to puniſhment may go. 


— 
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PSALMI. By Mrs. TOLLE r. 


* 
H APPY the man who never ſtrays 
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1 In vain conſult through guilty ways: 
or does in paths of ſinners wait, 
Nor reſts in theit licentious ſeat, 
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Before the ſeat of high command. 


Againſt th Almighty's Reign ? 
B 2 


43 
0 
IT. 
The law divine does him employ, 


With conſtant diligence and joy : 
This taſk prevents the dawning light, — 


And fills the vigils of the night. 


IIT. 
So ſhall he live, ſo flouriſh till, 
As faſt beſide the filver rill, 
The tree, with fruit maturely hung, 
For ever green, for ever young. 


| IV. 
But far unlike are the profane ; 
As parted from the ſolid grain. 


Beneath the van, when winds ariſe 
The chaff in whirling eddies flies. 


: V. 
Nor ſhall the impious dare to ſtand 


Nor ſhall they undiſcern'd remain, 
Though herded with the righteous train? 


W 
The Lord obſerves, with ſtrict ſurvey, 
How pious men direct their way: 
The paths in which the wicked tread 
To certainty of ruin lead. 


* 


| — — 
PSALM IL ByDr.Gizss, 


W H Y do the heathen nations riſe, 
And in mad tumults join ? 


Confed'rate kings vain plots deviſe 


His 


* {+87} 


His royal title they deny, 
Whom God appointed Chriſt ; 


Let us reject their laws, they cry, 


Their binding force reſiſt. 
But he, that ſits in heaven above, | 
Their weakneſs ſhall deride ; 
His word their malice ſhall reprove, 
His pow'r correct their price: 


And thus he to the world will own; 
J have the king ordain'd, 


On Sion's holy mount his throne 


In ſacred ſtrength ſhall land: © / 


And thus to himiwas pleas'd to ſay, 


As I his words declare; 


Thou art my ſon, I have this day 


Begotten thee my heir: 


Deſire of me, and I'll ſubmit 
The nations to thy ſway ; 

The diſtant nations ſhall unite, 
And thy commands obey : 


But thoſe, that do thy laws refuſe, 
In pieccs thou ſhalt break ; 


And with an iron ſcepter bruiſe 


Their diſobedient neck. 


-Ye earthly kings, the caution bear; 


Ye rulers, learn: the ſame; "RET 
Serve God with rev'rence, and with fear 
His joyful praiſe proclaim ; | | 


' Confeſs the Son, and own his reign, 


Ere he to wrath inclines ; 


Le) 
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And, ſo reſenting your diſdain, | 
Confounds your vain deſigns : . 


For ſhould the madneſs of his foes 
Th'avenging God incenſe, 

Happy are they that can repoſe . 
In him their confidence. 
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PSALM III. By Sir Joun DBNHAM, 


ORD! how the number multiplies 
L Of thoſe, who to afflict me riſe ? 

ow many ſay, that God my Lord 
Will to my ſoul no aid afford ? 


But thou haſt ſtill my heart upheld ; 
Thou art my glory, and my ſhield, 
My cries the ears of God did fill, 


N Who heard me from his holy hill. 


T laid me down, and ſweetly ſlept; 
For he my God in ſafety kept. 
Nor ſhall I fear ten thouſand foes, 
Who me on ev'ry ſide incloſe. 


Save me, my God; my Lord, ariſe, 

For thou haſt ſmote my enemies; 

Their jaws have felt thy mighty ſtroke, 
Which all their pois'nous Teeth has broke. 
From God alone ſalvation flows, 

To him their bliſs his people owes. 


PSALM III. 
| Y God, how many are my fears, 
| How faſt my foes increaſe ! 
| B 3 Con- 


_ a a 
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4: 6:3. 
Conſpiring my eternal death, 
They break my preſent peace. 


The lying tempter would perſuade 
There's no relief in heav'n, 

And all my ſwelling fins appear 
Too big to be forgiv'n. 


But thou, my glory and my ſtrength, 
Shalt on the tempter tread, 

Shalt ſilence all my threatning guilt, 
And raiſe my drooping head. 


{I cry'd, and ftom his holy hill 
He bow'd a liſt'ning ear; 

I call my Father, and my God, 
And he ſubdu'd my fear. 


He ſhed ſoft ſlumbers on mine eyes, 

In ſpight of all my foes ; | 
I 'woke, and wonder'd at the grace 

That guarded my repoſe. ] 


What though the hoſt of death and hell 
All arm'd againſt me ſtood, 
Terrors no more ſhall ſhake my ſoul; 
My refuge is my God. 


Ariſe, O Lord, fulfil thy grace, 

While I thy glory we & 
My God has broke the ſerpent's teeth, 
And death has loſt his ſting. 


Salvation to the Lord belongs, 
His arm alone can fave: 
Bleſſings attend thy people here, 
And reach beyond the grave. 
5 P S ALM 
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PSALM IV. By Mr. BA AoA: 


God that art my righteouſneſs, 
Hear when I call to thee; 
For in the day of my diſtreſs _ 
Thou haſt inlarged me. \ 
In mercy hear me now again, 
And quell my foes diſdain : 
How long will ye, O ſons of men, 
My glory turn to ſhame ?_ 


How long will ye vain things affect, 
And follow after lies ? 

Know godly men are God's ſelect, 
And he will hear my cries. 

All finful courſes ſet apart, 
And ſtand in awful dread : 

In filence commune with your heart, 
Upon your ſecret bed, 


For incenſe offer innocence, . 
And righteouſne's preſent ; 
And wholly put your confidence 
In God omnipotent. » 
What way they might themſelves advance, 
Great multitudes inquire : 
But Lord thy ſhining countenance , © 
Is all that we deſire, 7 
For thou haſt made my heart to feaſt 
With ſacred comforts more, 85 
Than worldings when they were increaft 
With corn and wine full ſtore. 
Fl both lie down ſweet reſt to take, 
And alſo ſleep ſecure: — 
For only thou, O Lord, doſt make 
My dwelling ſafe and ſure. 
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PSALM V. By Dr. Ginas. 
Lord, receive my fervent pray r, 
Relieve my ſoul oppreſt with care, 

n 


d hear my loud complaint; 
On thee alone I can rely, 


Do thou, my God, to whom I fly, 


My ſad petition grant ;, 


For with the riſing ſun my voice 
To thee I raiſe with early cries, 
And humbly help expect; 

For ſtill the Lord his aid denies 


.To ſuch as are my enemies, 


And does their cauſe reject: 


They on thy favour can't rely, 
That practiſe ſuca iniquity, 

For thou wilt puniſh thoſe 
That do malicious lies invent, 
And would to death the innocent 

By treach'rous means expoſe. 


But I will ſtill thy praiſe diſplay, 
Within thy courts my homage pay, 
And thus addreſs my pray'r ; 


Lord, in thy laws direct my Ways, 


Since thoſe my watchful foe ſurveys, 
And make me perſevere. 


| Whatever kindneſs ſome profeſs, 
Their hearts are full of wickedneſs, 


They flatter to deſtroy: | 
But let, O Lord, the vengeance due 
Thoſe in their horrid crimes purſue, 

Who do thy pow'r defy : 


- 
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That they, who do on thee rely, 
May in thy praiſe confeſs their joy, 
That thou doſt them defend: 
For to the righteous thou, O Lord, 
Thy gracious favour doſt afford, 
And ſtill thy help extend. 


* * 


— 


PSALM VI. 


ORD, I can ſuffer thy rebukes, 
When thou with kindnefs doſt chaftiſe ; 
But thy fierce wrath I cannot bear, 
O let it not againſt me riſe. ' 


Pity my languiſhing eſtate, 
And eaſe the ſorrows that I feel ; | 
'The wounds thine heavy hand hath made, 
O let thy gentler touches heal! 


See how I paſs my weary days 
In fighs and groans ; and when tis night, 


„ 


My bed is water'd with my tears; 


My grief conſumes, and dims my ſight. 


Look how the pow'rs of nature mourn ? 
How long, Almighty God, how long? 

When ſhall thine hour of grace return? 
When ſhall I make thy grace my ſong ? 


I feel my fleſh ſo near the grave, 
My thoughts are tempted to deſpair ; 
But graves can never praiſe the Lord. 
For all is duſt and filence there. 


Depart, ye tempters from my ſoul, 
And all + thoughts depart; 
5 


My 


11 | 
My God who hears my humble moan, 


Will eaſe my fleſh, and chear my heart. 


PSALM VII. 


Y truſt is in my heav'nly friend, 


M My hope in-thee, my God; 
iſe, and my helpleſs life defend , 
From thoſe that ſeek my blood. 


With inſolence and fury they 
My ſoul in pieces tear, 
As hungry lions rend the prey | 
When no deliv'rer's near, 


If I had e' er provok'd them firſt, 
Or once abus'd my foe, 

Then let him tread my life to duſt, 
And lay mine honour low. 


If there be malice found in me, 
I know thy piercing eyes ; 
I ſhould not dare appeal to thee, 
Nor aſk my God to rite. 


Ariſe, my God, lift up thy hand, 
Their pride and pow'r controul ; 

Awake to judgment, and command 

- Deliv'rance for my foul. © 


Let ſinners and their wicked rage 
he humbled to the duſt; ' - 
Shall not the God of truth engage 

To vindicate the juſt ? ' 


He knows the heart, he tries the reins, | 
He will defend th'upright z/ - 


His 
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His ſharpeſt arrows he ordains 
Againſt the ſons of ſpight. 


— For me their malice digg'd a pit, 
* But there themſelves are caſt ; 
My God makes all their miſchief light 
On their own heads at laſt. 


's That crueFÞerſecuting race 

3 Muſt feel his dreadful ſword ; 

| Awake, my ſoul, and praiſe the grace, 
And — of the Lord. 


PSALM VIII. 


Lord, our heav'nly king, 
. Thy name is all divine; 
Thy glories round the earth are ſpread, 
And o'er the heav'ns they thine. 


When to thy works on high 
I raiſe my wond'ri ring eyes, 
And ſee the moon complete in light 
. Adorn the darkſome ſkies : | 


When I ſurvey the ſtars 
And all their ſhining forms, 

Lord, what is man, that worthleſs thing 
A- kin to duſt and worms ? 


Lord, what is worthleſs man, 
That thou ſhould'ſt love him ſo ? 

Next to thine angels is he plac 205 
And Lord of all below. 


Thine honours crown his head, 
While beaſts, like ſlaves obey, 


1 
And birds that cut the air with wings, 
And fiſh that cleave the ſea. 


How rich thy bounties are! 


And wond'rous are thy ways : 


Of duſt and worms thy pow'r can frame 


A monument of praiſe, 


Out of the mouths of babes 
And ſucklings thou canſt draw 
Surprizing honours to thy name, 
And ſtrike the world with awe. 


O Lord, our heav'nly king, 
Thy name is all divine a 

Thy glories round the earth is ſpread, 
And o'er the heav'ns they ſhine. 


— 


PS ALM IX. By Dr. G15 8. 


T ORD, with united heart and voice 
I will thy praiſe proclaim, - 
And with a grateful ſong rejoice 
To ſpread thy glorious fame : 


| 
Confounded at the ſight of thee 
My foes are put to flight; 
Thus thou, great God of equity, 
Doſt ſtill aſtert my right. 


The heathen we no longer dread, 
Their in pious champion's gone, 

They and their very names are dead, 

They're both become unknown. 


Inſulting foes, how long can ye 
Of ruin'd cities boait ! 


Your 
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Your plundrings now as well as they 
Are in oblivion loſt: 


But God eternally remains 
Fixt in his throne on high, 

And to the world from thence ordains 
Impartial equity : | 


And ſtill the helpleſs will defend 
From fierce oppreſſor's pow'r, 
And for their injur'd ſouls extend 
A refuge moſt ſecure. | 


They, Lord, who this thy- eſs know, 
Shall in thy pow'r confide, 
Since for thy faithful ſervants thou 

Doft timely help provide. 


Then of the God of ae! 


The glorious acts proclaim ! 
And to the wond' ring nations tell 
His everlaſting fame ! 


For thus when he for wicked men 
Prepares their puniſhment, 

He hears the injur'd poor, and then 
Does all their cries reſent. 

And thus conſider ſtill, O Lord, 
The juſtice of my cauſe ; 


Who often haſt my life reftor'd 
From death's deyouring jaws : 


That I in Sion may extol 


Thy great and glorious name, 
And of the ſaviour of my foul 


The goodneſs till proclaim. 


* 
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The heathen nations are diſmay'd, 
They're all to ruin brought, 

For in the treach'rous nets, they lay'd, 
Ev'n they themſelves are caught : 


Lo, thus the Lord to execute 

True judgment {till inclines ; 

That wicked men may taſte the fruit 
Of their own ill deſigns : 


This is of thoſe the dang'rous tate, 
1 Who thus forget the Lord: 
BW To reſt the humble ſhall not wait 
Ii In vain to be reſtor'd : | 


And thus, O Lord, exert thy pow'r, 
| Leſt mortal force prevail; 
| That thoſe that will not thee adore 
| Thy judgments may aſſail: 

| 


And thus, Almighty Lord, do thou 
Their impious pride reſtrain ; 
_— That they with humble fear may know 
| That all their ſtrength is vain. 


lt 4 _ — 
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i PSALM X. By Dr. GiznsBs. 


[ ORD, why in times of deep diſtreſs 
Doſt thou from us retire, 

When diſmal woes our ſouls oppreſs, 
And thy kind aid require! 


The wicked do with lawleſs pride 
The helpleſs Pperlſecute ; N 


EC: 08 1 
But let them be themſelves deſtroy d, 
And fall in their purſuit: 


For till they triumph, when ſucceſs 
Does their deſigns attend, 

And then their ways, who thus oppreſs, 
Profanely they commend : | | 


And thus ſo inſolent they grow, 
That God they never fear, 
They no Almighty Being know, 

No Pow'r divine revere. 


And from the barb'rous paths, they tread, 
No acts of providence | 

Can e' er oblige them to recede, 

Or ſtop their bold offence; 


But thus the good and juſt they hate, 
And all their foes defy, 

Preſuming they poſſeſs a ſtate 
Of full Denne :: 


- 


- 


Their mouths are full of vanity, 
Of curſes and deceit, 

And for the poor in ſecret they 
Do treach'rouſly lay wait : 


As hungry lions do their prey 
Obſerve with watchful eyes, 
So heedleſs innocents would they 
With ſudden force ſurprize. 


And then, like lions mercileſs; 
Their trembling ſouls devour ; 

And thus the helpleſs do oppreſs 
When captives to their power; 


| 1 

For this, humility they feign, 
And ſpecious meekneſs ſhew, 

That unſuſpected their deſign 


They freely may purſue. 


They think that God, if God there be, 
Does not their ſins perceive, 

Or if he does their actions ſee, 
Will all their crimes forgive: 


But now, O Lord, exert thy pow'r 
The helpleſs to redeem, — 

That ſo their impious foes no more 
May thus thy name blaſpheme: 


For thou, O Lord, their crimes doſt vie, 


And know'ſt their wicked hearts, 
That thou the dreadful vengeance due 
May'ſt give to their deſerts: | 


The helpleſs, . Lord, on thee depend, 
Do thou their cauſe maintain, 

Againſt their foes thy pow's extend 
Till none of them remain : 


\.J 


For always thou, eternal Lord, 
The heathen haſt diſmay'd; 

Inſpir'd by thee the poor implor'd, 
And have obtain'd thy aid: 


And thus thou doſt the meek defend, i 
And all their wrongs redreſs, 


That the ir proud 22 thee reſtrain d, 


No longer may oppreſs. - 
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PSALM XI. By Dr. GrnBs. 


N God ſecurely I rely, '; : 
Why. then this vain advice, that T, 
Like tim'rous birds, my foes ſhould ſhun ? 
Ifear not though they now come on, 
> 'Thovgh all the threat ning force of war 
- Againſt the guiltleſs they prepare; 
For if the pow'r, in which they truſt, 
Should fail, how helpleſs are the juſt! 
But ftill the God of equity *© | 
Reſides in heav'n, and thence his eye 
Does all the thoughts of men explore, 
And ſtrictly views their actions oer; 
The juſt with favour he ſurveys, © © 
He ſees and hates th'oppreſſor's ways, 
And on their impious heads will pour 
Of ſnares and flames a diſmal ſhow'r; _ 
And this their bitter cup muſt be _ 
To drink to all eternity; 
But ftill the God of righteouſneſs 
The juſt will with his favour bleſs. 


„ 


* * 


1 
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PSALM XII. By sir Joun Dunn, 


3 HE Lord; for See is loſt, * 
8: 1 And faith from earth departs; 
en to their neighbours falſly boaſt, 
Or lie with double hearts. * 


| 1 But lips of flattery God cuts off, 
M I The tongue of pride he'll curb, 


The 
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The tongue which at all pow'r does ſcoff, 
What pow'r ſhall us diflurb ? | 


God, to relieve th'oppreſt will riſe; 
Though now they ſigh ard weep, 
He their deſpiſers ſhall deſpiſe, 
And them in ſafety keep. | 
Than ſilver, ſeven times purify'd - 
By fire, his word's more pure : a 
His power the juſt from ſpite and pride 
For ever ſhall ſecure. 


Th'ungodly ſhall on ev'ry fide 
Run to and fro amaz'd ; 

When thoſe, whom they with ſcorn deride; 
To honour ſhall be be rais'd. | 


* 
- _— — — 
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PSALM XIII. By Dr. 61221. 


O W long wilt thou neglect, 
O Lord, to hear me pray? 
0 


w long my ſad complaint reject, 
And turn thy face away? 


How long ſhall thoughtful care 
Diſtract my doubtful breaſt ? 
How long muſt I theſe troubles bear, 
And be by foes oppreſt ? 


Attend, and hear my cries, 
Some comfort now diſcloſe, 

E're grief has ſhut my weeping eyes 
In death's obicure repoſe : 


Leſt my proud enemy, 
If now my truſt ſhould fail, 


And 
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And thoſe that perſecute me cry ; 
See, thus we {till prevail: 


But I on thee rely, 
And in thy aid rejoice; 2 

And flill to thee, my God, will I 
Addreſs my thankful voice. 


ä 
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PSALM XIV: 


RE finners now ſo ſenſeleſs grown 
That they the ſaints devour ? 
nd never worſhip at thy throne, 

Nor fear thine awful pow'r ? 


Great God, appear to their ſurprize, 
Reveal thy readful name; 

Let them no more thy wrath deſpiſe, 
Nor turn our hope to ſhame. 


—— 


Doſt thou not dwell among the jut, 

And yet our foes deride, 

That we ſhould make thy name our wut : 
Great God, confound. their pride, 


O that the joyful day were come 
To finiſh our diſtreſs ! 

When God ſhall bring his children home, 
Our ſongs ſhall never ceaſe, 
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PSALM XV. 


AY, heav'nly muſe, and teach my ſong, 
To whom. immortal joys belong? 
And who the choſen few? 
Whoſe ſouls ſhall mount the bleſt abode, 
Shall ſmile forever with their God, 
And ſhine as angels do? 


The man, who 'midſt a ſcoffing croud,. - * 

Dares to purſue the upward road, 
Where virtue ſhoots her ray ; | 

Whoſe willing heart, whoſe chearful hands, 

Join to perform his God's commands, 
And own his facred ſway : 


Whoſe tongue, the glory of his frame, 
Ne'er ſcatters poiſons on a name; 
; For 'tis his conſtant care, 
Such is his ſoul ! to grave the part, 
He owes his ay me on his heart, 
In ſtrokes divinely fair 


Though ſinners ſwell in robes of pride, 
And boaſt their thouſands at their ſide, 

He can their pomp deſpiſe ; 
While the poor ſaint, that wok the Lord, a 
Bends to his name, and truſts his word, 

Is honour'd in his eyes. | 


If once his lips the word have ſpoke, 
The word he never dares revoke; 
And obſtinately good, 1 


le 
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He varies not = what he 2 
Though earth and hell oppo sd their pow'r, | 
| Aad his reſolves —— | - 


By us'ry he will ne'er augment 
The plenties provicence has lent : | 
He pleads the guiltleſs' cauſe, 
Though all the lux ry of the ealt 
Were brought to. bribe him into reſt, 
And huſh th' impartial laws. 


This is the ſoul, that freed from clay, 
Shall climb to everlaſting day, 
And dwell for ever there: 
Who might behold all nature break, 
And hear its mighty pillars crack, 
And never yield to fear. 


w, 


— 


PSALM XVII 


88 RD, I am thine: But theu wilt prove 
My faith, my patience, and my love; 
When men of ſpight againſt me join, 

They are the ſword, the hand is thine. 


Their hope and portion lie below; 

"Tis all the happineſs they know, 

Tis all they ſeek ; they take their ſhares, 
And leave the reſt among their heirs. 


, What finners value, I reſign; 


Jord, 'tis enough that thou art mine 5 
I ſhall behold thy blisful face, *- + 


And ſtand compleat in righteouſnels, 
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This life's a dream, an empty ſhew ; 
But the bright world to. which I go, 
Hath joys ſubſtantial and ſincere ; 
When ſhall I wake, and find me there ? 


O glorious hour ! O bleſt abode ! 
I ſhall be near, and like my God! 
And fleſh and fin no more controul 

The ſacred pleaſures of the ſoul. 


My fleſh ſhall lumber in the ground, 
Till the laſt trumpet's joyful found ; 
Then burſt the chains with ſwect ſurprize, 
And in my Saviour's image riſc. 


— 


PSALM XIX. By Mr. Appison. 


HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
| With all the blue ethereal ſky, 
And ſpangled heavens, a ſhining frame, 
'Their great original proclaim : 
Th'unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r i 
And publiſhes to every Lan 
The work of an almighty hand. 


Soon as th Evening ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wond rous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt ning earth | 
Repeats the ſtory of her buch 
Whilſt all the ſtars that round her, burn, 
And all the planets in their turn 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


Wha! 


(+4 ] 


What though, in ſolemn filence, all 

Move round the dark terreſtrial ball? 

What though no real voice nor ſound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found? 

In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 

For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, 

« 'The hand that made us 1s divine”. 


8 


* 


PSALM XXI. 


HE king, O Lord, with ſongs of praiſe 
| Shall in thy ſtrength rejoice ; 
And bleſt with thy ſalvation raiſe 

To heaven his chearful voice. 


Thy ſure defence through nations round 
Has ſpread his glorious name ; | 

And his ſucceſsful actions crown'd 
With majeſty and fame. 


Then let the king on God alone 
For timely aid rely ; 

His mercy ſhall ſupport the throne 
And all our wants ſupply. 


But, righteous Lord, his ſtubborn foes 
Shall feel thy dreadful hand ; 

Thy vengeful arm ſhall find out thoſe 
That hate his mild command. | 


When thou againſt them doſt engage 
Thy juſt, but dreadful doom 
Shall, like a fiery oven's rage, 


Their hopes and them' conſume, 


Thus, 
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Thus, Lord, thy wond'rous pow'r declare, 
And thus exalt thy fame; 
Whilſt we glad ſongs of praiſe prepare 


For thine Almighty name, 


Wy 


RY 
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And all my midnight hours defend. 
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PSALM XXIII. By Mr. Avpigson. 


HE Lord my paſture ſhall are, ui 
And feed me with a hepherd's care : R 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, f 
And guard me with a watchful eye; = 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend; 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant; | FT 
To fertile vales and dewy meads | I 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 

Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 

Amid the verdant landſkip flow. 


Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 

My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 1 
For thou, O Lord, art with me till ; 

Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dreadful ſhade, 


Though in a bare and rugged way, 3 


Through devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 


Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile, 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 

With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. © 
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PSALM XXIII. By Mrs. Rows. 


HE Lord is my defence and guide, 
My wants are by his care ſupplied: - 

He leads me to refreſhing ſhades, 
Through verdant plains, and flow'ry meads; 
And there ſecurely makes me lie, 

Near ſilver currents rolling by. 

To guide my erring feet ari ht, 

He gilds my paths with ſacred light; 

And to his own immortal praiſe, 

Conducts me in his perfect ways. 

In death's uncomfortable ſhade, 

No terror can my ſoul invade: 8 

While he, my ſtrong defence, is near, 

His preſence ſcatters all deſpair. 

My ſpiteful foes, with envy, ſee 

His plenteous table ſpread for me: 

My cup o'erflows witH ſparkling wine, 

With fragrant oils my temples ſhine. 

Since God hath wond'rous 'mercies ſhew'd, 

And crown'd my ſmiling years with good; 

The life he graciouſly prolongs, 

Shall be employed in grateful ſongs ; 

My voice in lofty hymns I'll raiſe, 

And in his temple ſpend my days. 
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PSALM XXIV. 


HIS ſpacious earth is all the Lord's, 


And men and worms, and beaſts and dirds: 
He rais'd the building on the ſeas, * ; 


And gave it for their dwelling-place. 
| C Cat 


—— 2 
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And dwell in everlaſting light. 
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But there's a brighter world on high, 


Thy palace, Lord, above the ſky: 
Who ſhall aſcend that bleſt abode ? 


And dwell ſo near his maker God. 4 


He that abhors and fears to ſin, | 
Whoſe heart is pure, whoſe hands are clean, 
Him ſhall the Lord the Saviour bleſs, 

And clothe his ſoul with righteouſneſs. 


Theſe are the men, the pious race 
That ſeek the God of Jacob's face: 
Theſe ſhall enjoy the bliſsful ſight, 


Rejoice ye ſhining worlds on high, 
Behold the king of glory nigh; ; 
Who can this king of glory be? 

The mighty Lord, the Saviour's he. 
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Ve heav'nly gates, your leaves diſplay 

To make the Lord the- Saviour way: 
Laden with ſpoils from earth and hell, 
The conqu'ror comes with God to dwell. 


Rais'd from the dead he goes before, 
He opens heav'n's eternal door, 

To give his ſaints a bleſt abode 
Near their redeemer and their God. 
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PSALM XXV. 


| INE eyes and my deſire 3 

| Are ever to the Lord; 5 
love to plead his promiſes, | 
And reſt upon his word. 


4 
Turn, turn thee to my ſoul, 
Bring thy ſalvation near; 
When will thy hand releaſe my feet 
Out of the deadly ſnare? 


When ſhall the ſovereign grace 
Of my forgiving God 

Reſtore me from thoſe dangerous ways 
My wand'ring feet have trod! 


The tumult of my thoughts 
Doth but enlarge my woe; 
My ſpirit languiſhes, my heart 

Is deſolate and low. 


With every morning light 
My ſorrow new begins; 

Look on my anguiſh and my pain, 
And pardon all my fins. 


Behold the hoſts of hell, 


How cruel is their hate? 
Againſt my life they riſe, and join 
Their fury with deceit. 


O keep my ſoul from death, 


Nor put my hope to ſhame, 
For I have plac'd my only truſt 
In my Redeemer's name. 


With humble faith I wait 
To ſee thy face again; 

Of Mel it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, 
He ſought the Lord in vain. 
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PSALM XXVI. By sir Joun Dzennam,  Þ 


Diſcern my heart's integrity: 
I truſt in thee, and cannot ſlide; 
Thy truth and kindneſs is my guide 


J vice me, O Lord; and let thine eye 


Examine both my Reins and Heart, 
Which never from thy ways depart; 
T with vain perſons never ſat, 

And all their vile aſſemblies hate. 


With wicked men [I'll not converſe, 
Nor with th'ungodly hold commerce; 
In innocence I'll waſh my hand, 
And then before thy altar ſtand. 


-My thanks I'Il publiſh with my voice, 
And in thy wond'rous works rejoice: 
Oh love that bleſſed: place, 
Thy honour's reſidence does grace! 


When dead, my portion, Lord, remove 
From thoſe, - who fin and bloodſhed love; 
Who with one hand have ſpoil'd and kill'd, 
And with falſe bribes the other fill d. 


| And, Lord, when thou haſt ranſom'd me 

| With mercy, I will walk with thee 5 
In righteous paths, and thy great name | 
With honour in-our tribes proclaim, 9 
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7 PSALM XXVIIL By sir Jonx D2xn a. 


Y Lord, my rock, ſee how I weep; 
M If thou 5 ſilence keep, 
J in the ſhades of death ſhall ſleep! 
The voice of my afflictions hear, 
When with devout and humble fear 
I at thy oracle appear. 


Let me not, Lord, my portion ſhare 

With thoſe whoſe works deceitful are, 

Who ſpeak of peace but plot of war. 
Do not thy juſt revenge ſuſpend; 
On them the ſame deſtruction ſend, 
Which they for others did intend. 


Since they the wonders thou haſt wrought, 
And thy great works have ſet at nought, 
Let them be to confuſion brought. 

God to my pray'rs his ear did lend, 

His mighty ſhield did me defend, 

My pray'rs and praiſe ſhall him attend. 


To thy belov'd inheritance 
Thou giv'ſt a ſafe deliverance, 
And their ſalvation ſhalt advance. 


PSALM XXIX. 


IVE to the Lord, ye ſors of fame, 
Give to the Lord renown and pow'r, 
Aic 


ribe due honours to his name, 
And his eternal might adore, 
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The Lord proclaims his pow'r aloud 
Over the ocean and the land; 

His voice divides the wat'ry cloud, 
And lightnings blaze at his command. 


He ſpeaks, and tempeſt, hail and wind, 
Lay the wide foreſt bare around; 

The fearful hart, and frighted hind, 

| Leap at the terror of the ſound. 


To Lebanon he turns his voice, 
And lo, the ſtately cedars break; 
The mountains tremble at the noiſe, 


The valleys roar, the deſerts quake. 
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The Lord fits ſov'reign on the flood, 
The thunder reigns for ever king; 
But makes his church his bleſt abode, 
Where we his awful glories ling. 
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In gentler language there the Lord 
The counſels of his grace imparts: 
Amidſt the raging ftorm his word | 
Speaks peace and courage to our hearts. 


PSALM XXIX. By Mrs. Tol LET. 


E kings and heroes! whoſe imperial ſway 
The ſubject nations of the world obey: 

Select the leaders of the flock with care, 

Whoſe budding horns imagin'd fights prepare; 

To God's abode tlie deſtin d victims bring, 

And own the Lord, of majeſty the ſpring. 

With rev'rence pure his ſacred name adore; 

The author of your delegated pow'r: 2 

or 
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Por ſtrength deriv'd from him your homage own; 
And proſtrate fall before his awful throne. 
His ſov'reign voice reſtrains the ſwelling floods; 

© He rolls his thunder through the ſable clouds. 
His pow'r to bounds confines the raging ſea; 

And nature's laws his dreaded voice obey. 
His awful voice commands; and all around 
The ſtately cedars tremble at the ſound: 
From ſnow-crown'd Libanus the cedars torn, 
Their rifted bole and ſhatter'd branches mourn. 
Not woods alone, but ſolid mountains ſhake ; 
Like calves which herdſmen from their mothers take: 
Tall Libanus inclines, and Herman moves, 
As the young unicorn his fury proves. 
Th'Almighty ſpeaks, the parted clouds give way, 
And through the breach the ruddy lightnings play: 
The deſert region, and the wild abode 
Of Cade, tremble at the voice of God. 
The foreſt ſhakes, and forc'd by ſudden throes 
The frighted hinds their helpleſs fawns depoſe. 
The coverts ſhine, detected by the blaze, 
And God's high e ecchoes with his praiſe. 
The Lord, for ever king, though tempeſts rave, 
Enthron'd reſidès above the roaring wave. 
Be thou in war thy people's dread defence; 
In peace the bleſſings of calm peace diſpenſe. 


—_— 
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PSALM XXXII. By Mr. DANIEL. 


Hf OW happy is the man, how calm his breaſt, 

, Whoſe peaceful conſcience lulls his ſoul to reſt! 
Thrice happy, when the dang'rous ſtorm is o'er, 
And his good God reſents his crimes no more; 
When heav'n is reconcil'd, its anger paſt, 


And the long wiſh'd-for pardon's ſeal d at laſt! 
| C 4 | How 
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How fierce the fire, how dreadful is the ſmart, 
When unrepented fin conſumes the heart ! 
Too well I know the wretched pain, who try'd 
To huſh my conſcience and my crime to hide: 
More filly I, and fooliſh who believ'd 
Guilt could be ſtifled, and my God deceiv'd; 
But oh, too ſoon the vain deſign I mourn'd, a 
Good heav'n with what a twinge the thought return'd 
How did it pierce, and fly through ev'ry part? 
How did it rage, and ſtab me to the heart? 
Fear and amazement in my looks were ſeen; 
My very bones came ſtarting through the ſkin: 
Hell, Hell was in my breaſt 
By day for refuge I to buſineſs fled, 
And with affairs of moment fill'd my head; 
But oh! in vain II plung'd myſelf in care; 
The ſtinging guilt purſu'd and rack'd me there. 
What ſhould I do? my eaſy couch I preſt, 
And thought that gentle ſleep would give me reſt; 
Sleep would not, could not come, the ſilent night 
Enlarg'd my crime, and gave it all to fight: 


From fide to fide I turn'd, I rav'd, I toſt, 


And wiſh'd my very ſenſe of being loſt, 


So when a Lion wounded from afar, 
Feels in his panting ſide the quiv'ring ſpear; 
Upward he iprings, then rolling on the ground, 
Tugs at the broken ſhaft, and licks the wound; 
Fev'riſh he flies, he ſeeks the cooling ſhoars, 
And mad with pain, the lordly ſavage roars. - 


Bleſt was the time, and happy was the day 
When firſt my reaſon reaſſum'd its ſway ; 
Twas then with ſhame | view'd my conduct paſt, 
I loath'd, 1 mourn'd, and own'd my crime at laſt; 
Proftrate on earth before my God 1 lay, 
And in a flood of tears diſſolv'd away; 
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And, oh! theſe tears, ſaid I, ſhall never ceaie, 
Till thy all-gracious hand has fign'd my peace, 
He heard, he ſaw, and willing to forgive, 

le pity'd, nay, he kiadly bid me live. 
Theu, chen 1 felt a ſudden tranſport riſe, 
Spring in my heart, and lighten in my eyes: 
From my charm'd ſoul I baniſh'd ev'ry care; 

0 All heav'n ruſh'd in, and took poſſeſſion there. 


Ve ſons of el, who with juſt accord, 
= Obey his precepts, and adore the Lord, 
Would ye through ſtorms of life in ſafety ride? 
Let then your king's experience be your guide; 
Submit with — to your Maker's ſway, 
Loth to offend and willing to obey: 
Not like th' unthinking mule, or fluggiſh horſe, 
Which wants the goring {pur to win his courſe, 
For manly reaſon ſhould in good rejoice; 
= Whilſt ſacred love, not force directs his choice: 
= Whene'er from virtue's precepts ye depart, 
Whene' er ſome fav'rite vice has ſtain'd your heart; 
Let nota day eſcape, one moment roll, 
But drive the dire contagion from your ſoul: 
Z Timely againſ the lurking ill provide, 
Nor vainly hope the latent guilt to hide: 
Dread an all-ſeeing God, his wrath aſſuage; 
= Confeſs, repent, and deprecate his rage, 
His rage which bids the angry tempeſt riſe, 
Works up the waves, and blackens all the ſkies; 
From whoſe broad hand the gather'd waters flow, 
Burſt o'er the ſinner's head, and drown a guilty world 
below. 5 


* 


Be wiſe, my ſons, with humble reverence bend, 
In heav'n confide, and make your God your friend; 
Let a falſe joy the ſinner's heart deceive, , 

Chuſe ye the ſweets which innocence can give. 
C 5 In 
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In virtue's paths your happy hours employ, 
No fears, no terrors ſhall your peace deſtroy, 


Bleſs your good God, and clap your hands for joy. 


— 


PSALM XXXIII. 


This work belongs to you, 
Sing of his name, his ways, his word, 
How holy, juſt and true 


His mercy and his righteouſneſs 
Let heav'n and earth proclaim; 

His works of nature and of grace 
Reveal his wond' rous name. 


His wiſdom and almighty word 
The heav'nly arches ſpread ; 

And by the ſpirit of the Lord 
Their ſhining hoſts were made. 


He bid the liquid waters flow 


To their appointed deep; 
The flowing ſeas their limits know, 
And their own ſtation keep. 


Ye tenants of the ſpacious earth, 
With fear before him ſtand; 


Hie ſpake, and nature took its birth, 


And reſts on his command. 


He ſcorns the angry nation's rage, 
And breaks their vain deſigns; 
His counſels ſtand through ev'ry age, 

And in full glory ſhines, 


> EJOICE, ye righteous, in the Lord, 


— 
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PSALM XXXVI. 
HILE men grow bold in wicked ways, 


* And yet a God they own, 


My heart within me often ſays, | 
Their thoughts believe there's none.“ 


Their thoughts and ways at once declare 
(Whate'er their lips profeſs) 
God hath no wrath for them to fear, 
Nor will they ſeek his grace. 


What ſtrange ſelf-flattery blinds their eyes! 
But there's a haſt'ning hour 

When they ſhall ſee with ſore ſurprize 
The terrors of thy pow'r. 


TIX Juſtice ſhall maintain its throne, 
hough mountains melt away; 


Thy judgments are a world unknown, 
A deep unfathom'd ſea. 


Above theſe heav'ns created rounds, . 
Thy mercies, Lord, extend; | 

Thy truth out. lives the narrow bounds 
Where time and nature end. 


Safety to man thy goodneſs brings, 
Nor overlooks the beaſt; 

Beneath the ſhadow of thy wings 
Thy children chuſe to reſt. 


[From thee, when creature-ſtreams run low, 
And mortal comforts die, 
Perpetual ſprings of life ſhall flow, 
And raiſe our pleaſures high. 
C6 
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Though all created light decay, 
And death cloſe up our eyes, 

Thy preſence makes eternal day 
Where clouds can never riſe. ] 


PSALM XXXVII. By Mrs. MasTERs. 
F RET not thyſelf when wicked men prevail, 
h 


And bold iniquity bears down the (ſcale. 4 

ey and their glory quickly ſhall decay, = : 
Swept by the hand of providence away, 
As verdant graſs, cut from its vital root, 
That with'ring, dies beneath the heedleſs foot: 
In piety reſolv'd, on heav'n depend; 
His hand ſhall feed thee, and his arm defend. 
Delight in him who hath the pow'r to bleſs, 
And what thy ſoul deſires, thou ſhalt poſſeſs; 
In all thy ways on providence recline, 
So ſhall he vindicate each juſt deſign, 
Thy virtue in full proſpect ſhall be ſhewn, 
Clear as the mourn, bright as the mid-day ſun: 
In humble filence ever patient be, 
Wait the event of his divine decree, 
Though guilty policy her ſchemes fulfill, 
Fret not thyſelf, nor imitate the ill. 
Sudden the ſons of vice ſhall be deſtroy'd, 
And deſolate the place they once enjoy d. 
But he that's able, merciful and juſt, 
And in his God repoſes all his truſt, 
Shall ſee his days protracted, void of cares, 
And paſs with pleaſure all his ſmiling years. 
The harden'd wretch, that's grown from bad to worſe, 
May grind his teeth or vent the dreadful curſe, 
Or the black ſchemes of hidden miſchief lay, 
Heav'n's fav'rite children eager to betray : 

| Th'Almighty 
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Th'Almighty views him with a ſcornful eye; 
Knowing the day of his deſtruction nigh. 
In vain he draws the ſword, and bends the bow, 
And levels at the juſt the murd'ring blow. 
His own falſe heart ſhall feel the Kal wound, 
And the ſnapt bow lay ſhiver'd on the ground. 
The humble pittance, by the good enjoy'd, 
With labour gain'd, with probity employ'd, 
Is better far, and more to be deſir'd, 
Than wealthy ſtores, by wicked men acquir'd : 
Whoſe arms ſhall fail, whoſe ſtrength ſhall weakneſs 

rove, . 
But the juſt man no pow'r on earth ſhall move. 
His God is his ſupport, his joy, his reſt, 
And to eternity be ſhall be bleſt. 
When heavy judgments ſweep o'er guilty lands, 
Secure in conſcious innocence he ſtands; - 
When fountains fail, and earth denies her grain, 
When pinching want, and meagre famine reign. 
In his fair fields ſhall fruitful harveſts grow, 
And his freſh ſprings with chryſtal ſtreams o'erflow. 


But ſtubborn ſinners ſhall no mercy find; ( 
For as light vapours fly before the wind, 
As offer'd lambs on glowing altars lay, 
Whoſe burning fat conſumes and melts away, 
So ſhall they periſh all, and diſappear; 
As clouds of ſmoke diſperſt in thinner air. 
All that is juſt the wicked man declines, 
Falſe are his words, and fraudful his deſigns. 
With eaſe he'll promiſe, and with eaſe betray, 
* Lend me, ſays he: but never means to pay. 


What diff” rent virtues grace the pious mind! 
Here mercy is with chearing bounty join'd, 
Here open-handed CHAR1TY is ſeen, 

And ſoft Comyas$10N with a gentle mien; 


Such 
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Such is the man, who long heav'n's favour ſhares, 
And leaves the copious bleſſing to his heirs. 
But he that travels on in wicked ways, 
Is moſt accurſt, and ſhort ſhall be his days. 
A good man's ſteps are all with caution trod, 
At once the charge and fav'rite of his God: 
And if he flips (as ſure the beſt may err) 

He's ſtill ſupported by Almighty care. 


From blooming youth to my declining years, 
I ne'er beheld the righteous or his heirs 
Unfriended, wand'ring, piteouſly implore 
The dole of charity from door to door. 
His pray'rs, his pity, ev'ry gracious deed 
Entails a laſting bleſſing on his ſeed, 


Obſerve what's right, let fin be moſt abhor'd, 
Immortal life ſhall be the great reward. 
For truth and virtue are by heav'n approv'd, 
And the juſt man ſhall be by heav'n belov'd. 
Protected by his God, he e no fear, 
For ever ſafe beneath his guardian's care. 
That friend of ſaints will lengthen out their days, 
When ſudden death cuts off the wicked race. 
But he, whoſe life is regular and pure, 
Shall make his name to lateſt times endure. 
Nor through unnumber'd ages ſhall decline, 
The patrimonial honours of his line. 
What wiſdom dictates, he with pleaſure tells, 


While his glad tongue on ſweet inſtruction dwells. 


Within his heart his maker's law prefides, 

And firm he treads whom true religion guides. 
In vain he's watch'd by his inſidious foe, 

That ſeeks to ſlay him with a ſecret blow. 

For heav'n, ſtill careful of its ſervant's good, 
Shall free him from the hand diftain'd with blood. 
Or, if malicious ſycophants combine, 

If wicked men in wicked counſels join: 


And 
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And through black perjury and canker d ſpight, 
perverted judgment ſeize his legal right; 
Intrepid he ſuſtains the preſſive ill, 

Conſcious his God will hold him guiltleſs ſtill. 


With patient hope the path of God purſue, 
Thine eyes a ſtrange viciſſitude ſhall view. 
Thy right reſtor'd with larger tracts of land, 
And pow'r, unknown before, ſhall bleſs thy hand. 
Thy late inſulting foe to thee ſhall bend, 
And thou ſhalt mark his miſerable end. 


I have myſelf a potent villain ſeen, 
Like the young laurel, vig'rous, lovely, green, 
With pow'r inveſted, ſtretch from fide to fide, 
Vain with ſucceſs, and ſwell'd with inward pride, 
Yet ſoon this mighty man was ſhrunk to earth; 
"Twas ſcarce remember'd that he e'er had birth. 
I ſought the place, where he ſo lately ſhone, 
Twas all a waſte, the faithleſs maſter gone. 


Behold the man, whoſe life's unblemiſh'd round, 
Is with fair truth, and bright perfection crown'd: 
Wich what compoſure he reſigns his breath, 
7 Serenely ſmiling in the arms of death! 
But the tranſgreſſing tribe ſhall ſoon decay, 
Though mercy for a while their fate delay. 
A certain vengeance on their race ſhall fall, 
And one vaſt ruin overwhelm them all. 


To the juſt man proſperity is giv'n, 

And his Redeemer is the Lord of heav'n. 
But if a tryal of his faith be meant, 
And for that end ſevere affliction's ſent, 
His arm ſuſtains him in the day of woe, | 
And gives him ſtrength to bear the chaſt'ning blow. * 
When angry men, a vile perfidious band, 
Approach to wound him with unhallow'd hand; 
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To heav'n he looks, expecting ſafety thence, 
And the moſt high will be his ſure defence; 


Will cruſh his foes and their mad pow'r reſtrain, 
For none e'er truſted in the Lord in vain. 
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PSALM XXXVIII By Mr. DANIEL. 


H endleſs ſource of woe | ah fatal ſmart 


ent down, and doubled to the earth ] lie, 
Oh frown not, Mighty Being, or ] dic: 


The ſtings of guilt my conſcious —_— controul, E 


And plant x thouſand daggers in my ſoul; 

The ſad extremes of ill are juſtly join'd, 

A fev'riſh body, and a tortur'd mind; 

I merit all thy utmoſt rage can do; 

Yes, I deſerve it all, and feel it too. | 

Oh lee, moſt mighty God, behold the wound 
Which racks my ſoul, and bows me to the ground; 


Sore fiery boils break out on ev'ry part, 


They flame, they ſhoot, they ſting me to the heart; 
From who'e hot plague, a noiſome ſtench proceeds, 
Whilſt all th'infeQted carcaſe burns and bleeds; 
Oh loathſome to myſelf ! oh foul diſgrace! 

Where ſhall the wretched David hide his face? 
Though one vaſt ſore o'er all my fleſh is ſeen, 


| Yet oh, I mourn a greater ill within; 


The cauſe, the fatal cauſe ſtill hits my ſight, 

It haunts my thoughts by day, my dreams by night: 
Wretched, nay very wretched let me be, 

What other can my ſins expect from thee ? 


Why heaves my ſwelling heart with ſorrows preſt, 
Why does it pant, and flutter in my breaſt? | 
What would'ſt thou ſay, my heart, or how expreſs, 
How tell the piteous tale of thy diſtreſs? 


Which inward burns, and preys upon my heart! 4 


: 
— A = AY Fw II» HW} 
* 71 


Be 


2 
1 


1 „ 
e huſh'd, fond thing, and let thy ſighs alone, 

Fr oo well thy follies, and thy griefs are known; | 
le knows, he knows thee all, he ſees thee through, 
ah, as he ſees, would he but pity too! 


I thought in my diſtreſs ſome friends to find, 
If courts have friendſhip, or if vows can bind; 
Hut vows are light as air, and flit away, 

And the falſe makers are as light as they: 

RC areleſs they hear my groans, and mock my toil; 
*Bafe at a diſtance they look on, and ſmile. 

art! Oh cruel! how have ye my heart deceiv'd ? 
How have ye ſworn, and how have I believ'd? 
hat I have ſinn'd againſt my God is true; 

But ſay, unkind, what have I done to you? 

oh thou moſt glorious Being, good, and juſt, 
In whom my ſoul alone can ſafely truſt ; 

By all forſaken, to thy throne I flee, 

From a falſe world I turn mine eyes to thee; | 
For thou art friends, and world, and all to me. 


See how my foes in proud deriſion ſtand, 
And bleſs the angry tokens of thy hand! 
Joyful, they think the happy time is come, 

„ Io which my wayward fate has fix d my doom. 

A thouſand ſchemes, a thouſand plots they frame, 

To blaſt my honour, and aſperſe my fame: 

Food for a day ſome new-coin'd lye is found, 

And the malicious whiſper walks its round. 

Let the ſham patriots of their virtue boaſt, 

And talk to gaping crowds of freedom loſt; 
t: With blackef crimes my government be charg'd; 
My virtues leſſen d, and my faults enlarg'd: 
Calm and unmov'd the idle tales I hear; 
Inclin'd to pity, whom ] ſcorn to fear. 

l. Ah! let not from ſuch hands my ruin be; 
Lis juſt that I ſhould die, but die by thee ! 


O 
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O thou great ruler of the realms above, 
Eternal round of mercy, and of love; 
Look gently down, and pity the diſtreſt; 
By friends forſaken, and by foes oppreſt; 
O pardon my preſumption to believe, 
Bad as I am, that thou wilt ſtill forgive ; 
From all my vile, my hateful fins I turn, 
With tears confeſs them, and in aſhes mourn: . 
O hear me, glorious Being, and forgive, 


Heal, heal a broken heart, and bid me riſe and live. 


—_ 


PSALM XXXIX. By Mrs. Mas TER. 
ſaid, I will with ſtricteſt caution tread, 
I And ever jealous my own raſhneſfs dread ; 
eſt haply, my unguarded tongue betray. 
Impatient ſenſe of providence's ſway. 
My mouth, as with a bridle, I'll reſtrain, 


And wicked men ſhall watch my words in vain. 


Determin'd thus, I kept my ſilence long, 5 
Nor good or evil ifſu'd from my tongue. 
But ſecret muſings ſecret pains impart, 


And grief ſuppreſt inflam'd my burning heart. 


Till warm reflection kindled in my breaſt, 
And thus my tongue the fervent thought expreſt: 


Teach me, O Lord, to mark with wiſdom's eyes, 
The narrow bounds in which my being lies; 
The ſcanty meaſure of my years to weigh, 
And know my frail affinity with clay. 
Behold, how tranſient is the creature man! 
His longeſt period lies within a ſpan : 

His age ev'n ſeems as nothing in thine eye, 
And all his glory is but vanity. 


Soon 
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soon flit his viſionary joys away, 

Himſelf the empty pageant of the day: 

vet the fond wretch conſumes himſelf with care, 
Collecting riches for an unknown heir. 


Since then each man is vanity and duſt, 


In whom ſhall I repoſe my hope and truſt 
Where ſhall my foul for real good attend ? 
Where but on thee, the never failing friend? 
Of guilt and ſhame remove the preſſive load, 
And let me ſtill find favour with my God. 


Oh! let me from mine enemies have reſt, 
And be exempted from the ſcorner's jeſt. 


-| F Speechleſs I ſuffer what's ordain'd by thee, 


And by my filence own the juſt decree : 

Yet oh ! remove or mitigate my woe, 

Alas! I faint beneath the pond'rous blow: 
How ſhould a worm before thy terrors ſtand ? 
Or bear the cruſh of an Almighty hand? | 
When thy juſt vengeance chaſtens man for ſin, 
And conſcience ſtings the guilty wretch within; 
His frame decays, his blooming beauty, dies, 
And from his cheek the lively colour flies. 

So eating moths conſume the weaver's toils, 
Fret the rich web and triumph in the ſpoils. 


Surely each man is vain to an extreme, 
Himſelf a vapour, and his life a dream. 


Hear, mighty God, conſider all my pray'rs, 
And give an anſwer to my falling tears. 
Lo! thou haſt fix'd my ſhort abode on earth 
A ſtranger and a pilgrim from my birth ; 
A traveller who ſoon muſt diſappear, 
Ev'n ſuch am I, and ſuch my fathers were. 
Oh ! for a while reprieve me from the tomb, 
Pity my youth and heal its fading bloom. 


Supend 
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Suſpend my fate, my waſted ſtrength repair, 
Before I leave the well-known objects here: 
Ere in the grave I ſhall forgotten lie, 
Loft to my friends and hid from ev'ry eye. 


Ms 
tt 


PSALM XXXIX. 


EACH me the meaſure of my days, 
Thou maker of my frame; 
I would ſurvey life's narrow ſpace, 
And learn how frail I am. 


A ſpan is all that we can boaſt, 
n inch or two of time ; } 
_ Man is but vanity and duſt 1 
In all his flower and prime. N 


See the vain race of mortals move 
Like ſhadows o'er the plain, 

They rage and ſtrive, deſire and love, 
But all the noiſe is vain. 


Some walk in honour's gaudy ſhew, * 
' Some dig for golden Ore, | 2 
They toil br heirs they know not who, 1.4 

And ſtrait are ſeen no more. 


What ſhould I wiſh or wait for then 
From creatures, earth and duſt ? 

They make our expeQations vain, 
And diſappoint our truſt. 


Now Iobid my cru hop | 
My fond defires recal? l. . 
J give my mortal intereſt up, 


And make my God my all. 


PSALM | 
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PSALM XLI. By Sir Joun DEnman. 


E's bleſt, nor ſhall in danger fall, 
Who does the poor regard ; 
By God preſerv'd, on earth he ſhall 
Receive a large reward, 
His enemies ſhall ne'er prevail, 
Nor ſhall he ſickneſs dread : 
If by diſeaſe his vigour fail, 
The Lord will make his bed. 


My ſoul with mercy, Lord, reclaim, 
For I've offended thee : = 

My foe deſires, my days and name 
May both extinguiſh'd be. 


His tongue, when he but ſees me, ſwells 


With vain and windy talk : 
The miſchief he conceives, he tells 
As he the ſtreets does walk. 


With whiſp'ring tales themſelves they pleaſe, 
And ſay, my bones are ſore 
With ſuch a peſtilent diſeaſe, 
That I ſhall riſe no more. | 
Nay, one who long had eat my bread, 
My friend and confident ; 
Though him I truſted, cloth'd, and fed, 
His heel againſt me bent, 


But, Lord, thy mercy I implore, 
That I may them repay: : 

I know that thou wilt me reſtore, 
Nor give my foe the day. 
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Then I before thy face ſhall dwell, = 
And on thy care depend : = - 


Bleſt be the God of //-ae/, 
Till time ſhall have no end. 


PSALM XLII. | 


ITH earneft longings of = mind, 
My God, to thee wt 


So pants — hunted hart to find * 
And taſte the cooling brook. "Y 
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When ſhall I ſee thy _ of grace 
And meet my God again 
wy 17 an abſence from thy face 
eart endures with pain. 


Temptations vex my weary ſoul, 
And tears are my repaſt ; FA J 

The foe inſults without controul, | 

« And where's your God at laſt ? 


"Tis with a mournful pleaſure now 
I think on ancient days: 

Then to thy houſe did.numbers go, 1 

And all our work was praiſe. [8 
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But why, my ſoul, ſunk down ſo far 4 
Beneath this heavy load ? | ; 
Why do my thoughts indulge deſpair, 14 
And fin againſt my God; 1 


Hope in the Lord, whoſe mighty hand 
an all thy woes remove, 
For I ſhall yet before him ſtand, 
And ſing reſtoring love. 
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PSALM -XLIK. By Mrs. ToLLZ r. 


A J. 

God! deliver me from wrong; 

Defend me from an impious throng : 
From ſecret gffile and open ſtrife 


Relieve my fears, and free my life. 


1 
O God! from whom my ſtrength is giv'n, 
Why from thy preſence am I driv'n ? 
Why rove I thus, of joy bereft, 
And to my foes defenceleſs left ? 


III. 
Of heav'nly light impart a ray; 
Let truth divine direct my way; 
And to the favour'd mountain guide, 


Which thy abode has ſanctify'd. 


| 1 

To God I then my ſteps will bend, 
His holy altar to — | 

The God who does my joys inſpire ; 
The God to whom I tune my lyre. 


V. 
Why droops my foul with ſorrow fraught, 
And dire inquietude of thought ? 
That dire inquietude reſign, 
Deliver'd to the pow'r divine. 


VI. 
To him I yet my voice will raiſe, 
In pious melody of praiſe, 


To 
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To him who does my cheeks renew 
With florid health and roſeate hue. 


— 
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PSALM XLV. By Mrs. To IL LE r. 


Rom my full heart burſts forth the bubling ſtream; 
The youthful monarch is my darling theme 
Of ſacred verſe . my tongue, the ready ſtyle 
Of the ſwift ſcribe, purſues the chearful toil, 
O thou in beauty and majeſtic grace 
Above the progeny of human race ! 
Upon thy lips ſoft elocution flows; 
Such endleſs bleſſings God on thee beſtows. 
Thou, great in arms! with military pride, 
Suſpend the blazing falchion at thy fide : 
With proſp'rous omens ride in princely tate ; 
Truth, Mercy, Juſtice, in thy train ſhall wait. 
'Thy right-hand, with inevitable art, 
Swiſt from the bow ſhall ſend the piercing dart 
Againſt thy foes, and fix it in their heart. 
Subdu'd and vanquiſh'd then the nations all 
With proſtrate homage ſhall before thee fall. 
Thy throne, O God ! for ever ſhall remain; 
And righteous is the ſceptre of thy reign. 
The Love of equity delights thy breaſt ; 
And dire injuſtice all thy thoughts deteſt : 
For this has God, thy God himſelf has ſhed 
Superior to thy peers. From thy attire 
The tears of myrrh with balmy breath reſpire; 
The aromatic wood unfolds its ſweets, 
And the rich odour of the caſſia meets: 
In iv'ry domes the meaſur'd ſpices lay, 
To ſwell thy joys on this triumphal day. 
'The royal maids attend, an honour'd band: 
And on thy right, behold thy conſort ſtand ; 
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Her fair cymarrin rich materials vies, 
Weighty with gold, and gay with various dyes. 
To Fils advice a willing ear impart ; | 
— Loet this, my daughter ! eaſe thy penſive heart: 
Forget the pleaſures of thy native earth, 
Forget the royal authors of thy birth; 
So ſhall thy beauty with thy bliſs improve, 
The deareſt object of the monarch's love, 
To him thy Lord, ſubmiſſive honour pay, 
While at thy feet Phænicia's daughters lay 
The wealth of Tyrus tributary ſhore ; | 
And ſuppliant ſtrangers ſhall thy grace implore. 
Though cloath'd in radiant metal ſhines the queen, - 
Her nobleſt charms are of the mind unſeen. 
Upon her robe the artful needle pours 
A gay profuſion of embroider'd flow'rs : 
With ſolemn pomp her fair companions bring 
The bright imperial virgin to the king ; | 
With ſounds of univerſal joy they come | = 
Io the high portals of the royal dome. | 
Thy abſent fire thy children ſhall repay ; 
And through the world extend their princely ſway : 
My ſong. the ſponſion of eternal fame, 
2 To future age ſhall celebrate thy name; 
> To thee the joyful populace ſhall raiſe, 
Their loud acclaim, and eccho to thy praiſe. 
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PSALM XIV. 
Y Saviour and my Kin 
Thy beauries are divine ; 


Thy lips with bleflings overflow, 
And every grace is thine. 


D Now 
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Now make thy glory known, 
Gird on thy dreadful ſword, 

And ride in majeſty to ſpread 
The conqueſts of thy word. 


Strike through thy ſtubborn foes, 
Or melt their hearts t'obey, 


While juſtice, meekneſs, grace, and truth . 


Attend thy glorious way. 


Thy laws, O God, are right; 
Thy throne ſhall ever ſtand ; 
And thy victorious goſpel proves 

A ſcepter in thy hand. 


[Thy Father and thy God 
Hath without meaſure ſhed, 


His ſpirit like a Joyful oil 
T'anoint thy ſacred head.] 


[Behold- at thy right hand 
The Gentile church is ſeen, 
Like a fair bride in rich attire, 


And princes guard the queen.] 


Fair bride, receive his love, 

Forget thy father's houſe ; 

Forſake thy gods, thy icol gods, 
And pay thy Lord thy vows. 


O let thy God and King 
Thy ſweeteſt thoughts employ ; 
Thy children ſhall his honour 1 


In palaces of joy. 
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PSALM XLVL 
OD is the refuge of his ſaints, 


When ſtorms of ſharp diftce.s invade ; 


'Ere we can offer our complaints 
Behold him preſent with his aid. 


Let mountains from their ſeats be hurl'd 
Down to the deep, and buried there : 
Convulſions ſhake the ſolid world, 
Our faith ſhall never yield to fear. 


Loud may the troubled ocean roar, 
In ſacred peace our ſouls abide, 
While ev'ry nation, ev'ry ſhore 


Trembles, and dreads the ſwelling tide. 


There is a ſiream whoſe gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God ; 

Life, love, and joy till gliding through, 
And wat'ring our divine abode. 


That ſacred ſtream, thy holy word. 

That all our raging fear controuls : 
Sweet peace thy promiſes affora, 

And give new ſtrength to fainting ſouls. 


Sien enjoys her monarch's love, 
Secure againſt a threat'ning hour; 

Nor can her firm foundations move, 
Built on his truth, and arm'd with pow'r. 


* 


Let Sion in her king rejoice, | 
Though tyrants rage, and kingdoms rife ; 
He utters his Almighty voice, 
The nations melt, * tumult dies. 
2 
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The Lord of old for Jacob fought, 
And Jacob's God is ſtill our aid; 
Behold the works his hand has wrought, 
What deſolations he has made. 


From ſea to ſea through all the ſhores 
He makes the noiſe of battle ceaſe; 

When from on high his thunder roars, 
He awes the trembling world to peace. 


He breaks the bow, he cuts the ſpear, 
Chariots he burns with heavenly flame ; 

Keep ſilence all the earth, and hear 
The ſound and glory of his name. 


« Be ſtill, and learn that I am God, 
« []']l be exalted o'er the lands, 

«,T will be known and fear'd abroad, 
« But ſtill my throne in Sox ſtands,” 


O Lord of Hoſts, Almighty King, 
While we ſo near thy preſence dwell, 


- Qur faith ſhall fit ſecure, and fing 


Defiance to the gates of hell. 


PSALM .XLVHI. By Sir Joun DEN HAN. 
REAT is our God, and greatly prais'd, 


Where he his ſacred manſion rais'd ; 


The place is Sion's beauteous hill, , 
Which with delight the world does fill. 


Adjoining to its northern fide, 
The royal city is deſcry'd, | 
Whoſe tow'rs and bulwarks God did guard, 


When war. confed'rate kings declar'd. 


Their 
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Their guilty hearts with fear did quake, 
Trembling they did the ſeige forſake; 
Like women ſeiz'd with ſudden fear, 
When once they feel their pangs are near: 


ie. ele 


As when the Eaftern wind does roar, 
And daſhes wrecks on Tarſus ſhoar. 
Ihn Salem when the Lord appear'd, 
Me ſaw his face, his voice we heard: 


That he his city wou'd protect, 
Me on thy kindneſs did reflect. 

When to thy temple we repair d; 
By us thy glory was declar'd. 


To the world's end, at thy right hand 
Eternal righteouſneſs does ſtand. 


Let Judab's daughters tune their voice, 
And Sion in thy pow'r rejoice ! 


Walking about the ſacred mount, 
Her palaces and tow'rs we'll count. 
Our children's children this ſhall ſee,. 
And God till death our guide ſhall be. 


PSALM XLIX. 


HY doth the man of riches grow 
To inſolence and pride, 
To ſee his wealth and honours flow 
With every riſing tide ? 


[Why doth he treat the poor with ſcorn, 
Made of the ſelf-ſame clay, 
And boaſt as though his fleſh were born 


Of better duſt than they ?] 
eir . D 3 
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Not all his treaſures can procure 
His ſoul a ſhort reprieve, 

Redeem from death one guilty hour, 
Or make his brother live, 


[Life is a bleſſing can't be ſold, 
The ran'om is too high; | 
Juſtice will ne'er be brib'd with gold, 
That man may never die.] 


He ſees the brutiſh and the wiſe; 
The timorous and the brave, 
Quit their poſſeſſions, cloſe their eyes,- 


And haſten to the grave. 


Yet 'tis his inward thought and pride, 
« My houſe ſhall ever ſtand: 

« And that my name may long abide,. 
« I'll give it to my land.” 


Vain are his thoughts, his hopes are loſt, 
How ſoon his memory dies! 

His name is written in the duſt 
Where his own carcaſe lies. 


This is the folly of their way; 
And yet their ſons as vain 


_ Approve the words their fathers ſay, 


And act their works again. 


Men void of wiſdom and of grace, 
If honour raiſe them high, 

Live like the beaſt, a thoughtleſs race, 
And like the beaſt they die. 
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aid in che grave like filly heey. 
9 89 them there, 
Till che laſt trumpet break their ſleep 
In terror and deſpair.] 


Ye ſons of pride that. hate the juſt, 

And trample on the poor, 
When death has brought you down to duſt, 
| Your pomp ſhall riſe no more. 


The laſt great day ſhall change the ſcene ; 
When will that hour appear ? 

When ſhall the juſt revive, and reign 
O'er all that ſcorn'd them here ? 


God will my naked ſoul receive, 
When ſeperate from the fleſh,; 
And break the priſon of the grave, 

To raiſe my —— afreſh, 


Heav'n is my everlaſting home, 
Th'inheritance is ſure ; 

Let men of pride their rage reſume, 
But I'll repine no more. 


PSALM XLIX. By Mrs. ToiLter. 
E ſons of humankind attend me all! 
Ye habitants of this ſublunar ball; 
The rich, the poor, the mean, the nobly born, 
Obſerve me well, nor my inſtruction ſcorn, 
My lips diſcurfive ſcience ſhall impart, 
And all on prudence meditate my heart: 
To myſtic truth in allegory told 
I bend my ear; and to - harp unfold, 
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n adverſe times what fear have I to feel, 
Tho then my guilt ſhou'd preſs my flying heel? 
Tho' ſome in boaſted heaps of wealth confide, 
And by their treaſures fortify their pride, _ 
No bribe prevails with heav'n; nor can it ſave 
A ranſom'd brother from the gaping grave: 
For heav'n-born ſouls ſo poor a price tranſcend, 
As human wealth; and let their labour end. 

If life cou'd laſt for ages long to come, 

Yet hope not vainly to «ſcape the tomb. 
Behold, a mournful ſcene, before your eyes 
The frequent fun'rals of the grave aud wiſe: 
How they, like fools and idiots are no more; 
And leave to thankleſs heirs their hoarded ftore. 
Yet ſtill with empty hopes their toils engage, 
In buildings to remain from age to age; 

Such as tranſmitted through a long deſcent  ” 
May bear their name, 'and be their monument. 
Yet pow'r and titles to their period haſte, * - 
Tis not the privilege of man to laſt: 
Too well with thoughtleſs brutes may he compare, 
Whoſe fleeting ſpirit vaniſhes in air. 
A ftupid courſe! yet, in the beaten way, 
Their ſenſeleſs race approves of all they ſay: 
Like ſheep to ſlaughter they reſign to doom, 
Their lifeleſs limbs are bedded in the tomb; 
To death's infatiate teeth a pleaſing prey: 
But when the morning ſhall awake the day, 
The juſt ſhall over them obtain the ſway. 

In that abode ſhall waſte their lovely bloom, 
For ever baniſh'd from their former home. 
But God my ranſom'd ſpirit ſhall retrieve 
From their dire cave ; for me ſhall he receive. 
Then fear not man; not tho' his treaſure ſwells 
To vaſt excess, and he in iplendor dwells : 
Nor ſhall he bear, when he reſigns his breath, 
His uſeleſs riches to the ſhades beneath; 
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Nor ſhall the pompous enſigns, which attend 
His rites of fun'ral, after him deſcend. 
Yet while this vital air the mortal draws, 
His own felicity, the world's applauſe, 
He deems inſeparable, to commend 
The man to int'reſt and himfelf a friend: 
The darkling paths his fathers trod before 
Himſelf ſhall trace, and ſee the ſun no more. 
The man who does the pinnacle attain, 
If there the diſtance turn his giddy brain, 
Too well with thoughtleſs brutes may he compare, 
Whoſe fleeting ſpirit vaniſhes in air, 
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PSALM L. By Mrs. TOoL LET. 
HUS ſpoke the ſov'reign Lord; his mandate 


run 
To ſummon all the world, from whence begun je 
His courſe, to where deſcends the ſetting tun. 7 
From Sion God in matchleſs glory ſhone: 
Nor ſhall in ſilence lead his triumph on; 
A ſtream of rapid flame before devours, 
He wraps himſelf in ſtorms and fable ſhow'rs, 
On heav'n above, and our inferior ball, 
He for his people ſhall tojudgment call : 
Summon my faints who have a contract made 
With me, by victims on my altar lay'd. * 
The very heaven his juſtice ſhall aver: 
For God himſelf is now the arbiter. . | 
Hear, O my people ! while I ſpeak, while I | 
Myſelf againſt thee, /ae// teſtify : 
For I am God, myſelf thy diety. 
Nor thy neglected ſacrifice I claim, 
Nor holocauſts to feed the conſtant flame: 
No bullock from thy ſtalls, nor from thy cotes 


Demand I now the leaders of thy goats.. 
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And open all their horrors to thine eyes. 


The ſaving pow'r of 
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For mine is ev'ry beaſt of ev'ry kind 
To ſylvan laires or foreſt-walls confin'd : 
And mine are all the herds whoſe number fills 
The ſpacious paſtures of a thouſand hills. 
The fowls are mine upon the mountain brow, 
And mine the ſavages in fields below. 
Did hunger urge, to thee ſhould I complain, 
When earth is mine, and all its ſtores contaip ? 
Or ſhall the fleſh of beeves be my repaſt ? 
Or ſhall the blood of goats delight my taſte? 
On God the tribute of thy — 5 beſtow ; 
And to the pow'r moſt high perform thy vow : 
Then call on me, when trouble clouds thy days; 
And find my aid, and render me thy praiſe. 
Then to the impious thus. Hadſt thou a cauſe 
To name my covenant, or preach my laws ? 
Who ſtill averſe to diſcipline, behin 
Haſt ſcatter d my inſtruction in the wind. 
Thou, who with full conſent and conſcious eyes, 
Haſt ſhar'd the robber's and adult'rer's prize. 
Thy mouth promotes impiety and guile: 
There doſt thou ſit thy brother to revile; 
Thy very brother of thy mother born 
Is by thy calumnies expos'd to ſcorn. f 
Such were thy deeds, which I in ſilence view'd: 
And thence did thy relentleſs heart conclude 
That unconeern'd I to thy crimes agree; 
And by itſelf preſume to judge of me. 
But to reprove thee, now thy deeds ſhall riſe, 


O!] turn your thoughts, and all on this reflect, 

Too prone your great creator to neglect! 

E'er yet he comes to rend the trembling prey, 

When all aſſiſtance ſhall be far away. 

*Tis he the nobleſt adoration pays 

Who offers up the ſacrifice of praiſe: 

And for the man who guides his actions right, 
God ſhall bleſs his fight. 
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PSALM LI. By Mr. DANIE I. 


Reat God, with conſcious bluſhes, lo! I come 
To cry for pardon, or receive my doom ! 
But oh ! I die when I thy anger meet, 
Proſtrate I lay my body at thy feet ; 
How can I dare to aſk for a reprieve ? 
Muſt I till fin, and will my God forgive? 
Thy juſtice cannot let thy mercy flow, 
Strike then, O ſtrike, and give the deadly blow: 
Do ſtill I live, and do I live to prove 
The inexhauſted tokens of thy love ? 
This unexampled goodneſs wounds me more, 
Than e'en the wrath I merited before. 


Oh I am all a blot, the fouleſt ſhame 
Has ſtain'd my ſcepter, and diſgrac'd my name ; 
A name which once I could with honour boaſt, 
But now——the father of his people's loſt : 
Though in the paths of wickedneis I trod, 
Yet ſure I muſt not loſe thee all, my God: 
Some little comfort to my ſoul impart, 
I feel thee here triumphant at my heart; 
"Tis thou alone canſt eaſe me of my pain, , 
Thy healing hand can blot out ev'ry ſtain, 
Can purge my mind, and make the leper clean. 


Though darkly thy myſterious prophet ſpoke, 
Whilſt from his lips, the fatal meſſage broke, 
Fix'd, and amaz'd, I ſtood — * whole, 
Too ſoon his drgadful meaning reach'd my ſoul; 
Thou art the n. ——has fix'd a deadly ſmart, 
Thou art the may—— lies throbbing at my heart. 
I am whate'er thy anger can expreſs, 

Nor can my ſorrow make my follies leſs. 
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Rais'd, and exalted to the firſt degree, 
Thy heav'nly will had made the monarch free; 
The fond reſtraint of man I ſcorn'd to own, 
But graſp'd the full poſſeſſion of a crown; 
Indulg'd in eaſe, I rul'd without controul, 
And to its utmoſt wiſh enjoy'd my ſoul : 

Vain boaſt of pow'r, which vaniſh'd into air, 
Since I forgot the Lord who fix d me there 
Was it for this thou gav'ſt the glorious land, 
And thine own flock committed to my hand ? 
Was I the ſhepherd to go firſt aſtray, 

Till innocence itſelf became my prey? 


Be thine the praiſe, who plac'd me on the throne, 
The guilt, the folly, and the ſhame my own, 


Ah no, the fault was mine, I ſtand alone, | 


Before my birth the fatal ſtain began, 
And growing vice puriu'd me into man, 
Too cloſe 1 follow'd where inticement led, 
And in the pleaſing ruin plung'd my head: 
How wretched is the man, how loſt his mind ; 
Whom pleaſure ſoftens, or whom paſlions blind? 
I ſhould have met the foe with equal fires, 


And bravely combated mine own dehres : 


I ſhould but Oh! too ſoon I feil, for ſin 


Had brib'd my heart and made a foe within: 


J broke through all, though conſcience did its part 
Conſcience: the faithful guardian of the heart, 
How vile muſt I appear, how loſt a thing ? 

The work of tyrants, and no more a king; 

O do not thou my abject ſtate deſpiſe, 

But let my joul find favour in thine eyes; 

Though loathſome is my crime, and foul the ſtain, 
The humble ſuppliant never kneels in vain. 


Amazing terrors in my boſom roll, 


And damp the rifing vigour of my ſoul ; 
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Drive from my mind theſe gath'ring clouds away 
One kind regard can give again the day. 

If e'er my artleis youth was thy delight, 

If e'er my ſoul was precious in thy ſight, 

I David ever merited thy care, 

> Reſtore me to thyſelf, and fix me there; 


| Ah mighty. God, vouchſate thy quick'ning ray, þ 


Let flatt ring vice ſit ſmiling in mine eyes, 


And give my God an inftance of my love; 
> The bright temptation ſhall before me flee, 
And my untainted ſoul ſhall reſt on thee. 
I fear like Saul I have incurr'd thy hate, 


| 5 Tumultuous heav'd, and labour'd in his breaſt; 
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"Tis guilt, 'tis conſcious guilt that ſhakes my frame, 
That chills my ardour, and benights my flame; 


Then let a thouſand gay deluſions riſe, 


Undaunted I will go my faith to prove, 


And as I fill his throne, ſhould ſhare his fate ; 
Well I remember how th'infernal gueſt 


Amaz'd I ſaw his dreadful eye-balls roll, 

Whilſt cold diſmay hung ſhudd'ring o'er his ſoul ; 
His frantic rage ſubſided as I play'd, | 
And muſic's ſofter pow'rs the bright obey'd; 

Thar potent harp which could the fiend command, 
Now drops as uſeleſs from its maſter's hand ; 
Eternal torments in my boſom rage, 

My fiercer griefs no muſic can aſſwage; 

Lis thou alone canſt ſuccour the diſtreſt, 

And drive the ſullen fury from my breaſt. 


Whene'er the horrid deed I dackward trace, 
My ſoul rolls inward, and forgets her peace ; 
Waking I dream, and in the filent night 
A frightful viſion flalks before my ſight ; 

The pale Uriah walks his dreadful round, 

He ſhakes his head, and points to every wound: 
O foul diſgrace to arms! who now will go 

To fight my battles, and repel the foe ? 


Who 
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Who now to diſtant climes for fame will roam, 
To fall at laſt by treachery at home ? 

Unhurt the coward may to ages ſtand, 

The brave alone can die by my command; 

Oh hold my brain, to wild diſtraction wrought, 

I will not, cannot bear the painful thought: 

Oh do not fly me, for thy mercy's ſake ; 

Turn thee, Oh turn and hear the wreciched ſpeak ; 
Ev'n ſelf condemn'd thy kneeling ſervant ſave, 
And raiſe a drooping ſinner from the grave. 


Speak mighty God, and bid thy ſervant live, 

Let my cha:m'd ears but hear the word forgive; | 
My joyful muſe ſhall bear the tidings round, A 
Whilſt liſt' ning worlds ſhall catch the grateful ſound; 
Thus other ſinners ſhall obedient prove, 12 
And taught by me ſhall wonder at thy love; a 
My firm reſolve ſhall their example be, y 
To place their truſt and confidence in thee, 


By other hands let the mute herd be ſlain, 
And on a thouſand altars ſmoke in vain; 
Theſe tears my better advocates ſhall be, 

No poor _—_ ram ſhall die for me; 

My penitence ſhall act a nobler part, 

I bring a broken and a contrite heart; I 
Out oh, if ſtricteſt juſtice muſt be done, b 
If my relentleſs fate comes driving on, 
I ſtand the mark whatever is decreed, ' 

Be I/ra'l ſafe, and let its monarch bleed, 

On me, on me, thy utmoſt vengeance take, 

But ſpare my people for thy mercy's ſake : 

O let Jeruſalem to ages ſtand, ; 
Build thou her walls, and ſpread her wide command; Þ 
So ſhall thy name for ever be ador'd, f 
And future worlds like me ſhall bleſs the Lord. 
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PSALM IV. 
God, my refuge, hear my cries, 
Behold my flowing tears, 


For earth and hell my hurt deviſe, 
And triumph in my fears. 


Their rage is levell'd at my life, 
My ſoul with guilt they load, 

And fill my th-ughts with inward ſtriſe, 
To ſhake my hope in God. 


und:! 
* 
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With inward pain my heart. ſtrings ſound, 

I groan with every breath; 

Horror and fear beſet me round 
Amongſt the ſhades of death, 


O were I like a feather'd dove, 
5 And innocence had wings; 
I'd fly, and make a long remove 
From all theſe reſtleſs things. 


5 Let me to ſome wild deſart go, 
9 And find a peaceful home, 
Where ſtorms of malice never blow, 
Temptations never come. 


Vain hopes, and vain inventions all 
|; To ſcape the rage of hell{ 
und; The mighty God on whom I call 
: Can ſave me here as well, 
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By morning light I'll ſeek his face, 
At noun repeat my cry, 

The night ſhall hear me aſk his grace, 
Nor will he long deny. 


God ſhall preſerve my ſoul from fear, 
Or ſhield me when afraid; 

Ten thouſaud angels muſt appear 
If he command their aid. 


I caſt my burdens on the Lord, 
The Lord {uftains them all; 
My courage reſts upon his word 
That ſaints ſhall never fall. 


My higheſt hopes ſhall not be vain, 
My lips ſhall ſpread his praiſe ; 

While cruel and deceitful men, 
Scarce live out half their days. 


— 


PSALM LVI. By sir Joun DNA. 


A Gainſt my foes, O Lord, moſt high, 

To thee for my defence I'fly; _ 
hey by a ſtrong oppreſling pow'r, 

With multitudes wou'd me devour. 


I, when diſmay'd, truſt in thy arm, 
And then from fleſh I fear no harm; 
My words to a wrong ſenſe they bend, 
And miſchief in their thoughts intend. 


Hiding themſelves, my ſteps they mark, 
And wou'd deſtroy me in the dark: 


Shall 


Shall 


( 65 ) 
Shall they eſcape ? O let thy wrath 
Purſue them in their ſecret path! 


Thou all my wand'ring ſteps haſt told, 
My tears are in thy book enroll'd : 
And when to thee my God I call, 


1 My enemies, or fly, or fall. 


God's word I will for ever praiſe, 


K And trophies to his conqueſt raiſe, 


The vows I made to him I'll pay, | 
Nor fear what man can do or ſay. 


He from the grave my ſoul recals ; 
Thou wilt preſerve my feet from falls, 
In God's ſtrait path to walk upright, 


| When I ſhall ſee his ſaving light. 
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. M Y God, in whom are all the ſprings 

Of boundleſs love, and grace unknown, 


Hide me beneath thy ſpreading wings 
Till the dark cloud 1s overblown. 


Up to the heavens I ſend my cry, F 
The Lord will my defires perform; 

He ſends his angel from the ſky, _ 
And ſaves me from the threat'ning ſtorm, 


Be thou exalted, O my God, 
Above the heavens where angels dwell ; 
Thy power on earth be known abroad, 
And land to-land thy wonders tell. 


My heart is fix'd ; my ſong ſhall raiſe 
Immortal honours to thy name; 
Awake, 


(6) 
Awake, my tongue, to ſound his praiſe, 
My tongue, the glory of my frame. 


High o'er the earth his mercy reigns,. 
And reaches to the, urmoſt ſky ; 

His truth to endleſs years remains, 
When lower worlds diſſolve and die. 


Be thou exalted, O my God, | 

Above the heav'ns where angels dwell ; 

Thy pow'r on earth be known abroad, 
And land to land thy wonders tell. 
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PSALM LVIII. By Mrs. Touuzr. 


AY, O ye ſenators! do you purſue 
Untainted probity in ev'ry view ? 
Ve ſons of men! do all your votes unite 
To guard the ſentence of impartial right? 
Alas ! within your heart injuſtice lies, 
And governs there, ſecure in her diſguiſe ; 
While that unequal balance in your hand 
Diſtributes violence through all the land. 
The impious, though but late produc'd to day, 
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Divert from good: but newly born they ſtray * 
With early ſteps ; their infant voice they try, H 
And their firſt accents iſſue in a lie. ; 1 
Swol'n with the bane, their livid veins parte 
The noxious. venom of the turgid ſnake : 1 
They, like the ſullen aſp, refuſe to hear; 5 
Who folds the winding mazes of her ear, H 
Nor liſtens to the voice whoſe ſkill excels 7 


In magic harmony and potent ſpells. 

Diſarm their mouths, O God ! and ſcatter far 
The dreadful weapons of the lion's war, 
Broke rom their jaws. So let them roll away 


As ebl ing waters haſten to the ſea, 


( 6 ) 
Together when the circling points they brin 
of = tough horn, the hining ſhaft to wing, n 7 | 
Snap the ſtrong bow, and burſt the ſounding firing. J 
So let them waſte, as ſnails diſſolve in ſlime: 
As births which immature prevent their time, 
Nor ſee the golden ſun. Ere yet the blaze 
Of crackling thorns can heat the brazen vaſe, 
Theſe, doom'd to heav'nly wrath a living prey, 
Enwrap'd in whirlwinds he ſhall bear away. 
The pious man, reflecting on the ſight, 
Which fills his boſom with ſevere delight, 


> Obſerves celeſtial vengeance now complete; 
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1 And in the blood of ſinners bathes his feet. 
Mankind ſhall then pronounce: aſſur d we truſt 


That retribution ſhall attend the juſt: 
No doubt remains, that God, the Lord of all 
Diſpenſes juſtice through this earthly ball. 
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PSALM LX. By Sir Joun Dennan. 


E under thy diſpleaſure mourn, 
Caſt out, diſperſt; but, Lord, return. 
The earth with many breaches quakes; 
Heal them, for ſhe for terror ſhakes. 


Under thy heavy hand we fink, 
And bitter cups of ſorrow drink: 

Yet thou at laſt haſt ſent us aid, 

Thy truth her banner has diſplay'd. 


That thy beloved ſafe may ſtand, 
Heard and deliver'd by thy hand; 
God by his holineſs did ſwear, 

Now ſhall my pow'r with joy appear. 


Succoth 


( 68 } 


Saccoth and Sichem with a line 

I'll meaſure, Gilead ſhall be mine: 
Manaſſeh alſo: me ſhall know; 

In Ephraim I my ſtrength will ſhew. 


Judah my lawgiver ſhall be; 
Philiflia, be thou glad of me. 
Moab the work of ſlaves ſhall do, 
O'er Edom I will caſt my ſhoe. 


Who guides me to the well-fenc'd town, 
That I may raſe her bulwarks down. 
Are we abandon'd to our foe, 

Nor wilt thou with our armies go? 
Lord help us, for man's help is vain, 
Thy arm our courage muſt ſuſtain. 


— 


PART of PSALM LXII. 


Y ſpirit looks to God alone; 
| My rock and refuge is his throne; 


n all my fears, in all my ſtraits, 
My ſoul on his ſalvation waits. 


Truſt him, ye ſaints, in all your ways, 

Pour out your hearts before his face: 
When helpers fail and foes invade, 
Odd is our all-ſufficient aid. 


Falſe are the men of high degree, 
The baſer ſort are vanity; 

Laid in the balance both appear 
Light as a puff of empty air. 


Make 
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Make 


; God, my firſt, my laſt, my ſtedfaſt choice, 

| My boundleſs bliſs, the ſpring of all my joys! 
II worſhip thee before the filver moon 
With filent pace, has reach'd her cloudy noon ; 


Long, long before the ſlow approach of morn. 
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Make not increafing gold your truſt, 
Nor ſet your hearts on glitt'ring duft ; 
Why will you graſp the fleeting ſmoke, 
Ard not believe what God has ſpoke? 


Once has his awful voice declar'd, 
Once and again my ears have heard, 
% All power is his eternal due; 

« He muſt be fear'd and truſted too.“ 


For ſov'reign pow'r reigns not alone, 
Grace is a partner of the throne: 
Thy grace and juſti e, mighty Lord, 
Shall well divide our. laſt reward. 


— 
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PSALM LXII. By Mrs. Rows. 


Before the ſtars the midnight ſkies adorn, 


Thee I'll invoke, to thee glad anthems ſing, 
And with my voice join each harmonious ſtring : 


The midnight echoes at thy name ſhall wake, 
And on their wings the joyful burthen take; 


i 
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While one bright ſmile from thee, one pleaſing ray, 


Through the ſtill ſhades ſhall dart celeſtial day. 


As the ſcorch'd trav'ller in a deſart land, 
Tracing with weary ſteps the burning ſand; 
And fainting underneath the fierce extremes 


Of raging thirſt, longs for refreſhing ſtreams; | 


So pants my ſoul, with ſuch an eager ſtrife 


I follow thee, the ſacred ſpring of life. 


Open 
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Open the boundleſs treaſures of thy grace, 
And let me once more ſee thy lovely face; 
As I have ſeen thee in thy bright abode, 
When all my pow'rs conteſt the preſent God. 


There I could ſay, and mark the happy place, 
"Twas there I did his glorious foot ſteps trace; 
Twas there (O let me raiſe an altar there!) 

I ſaw as much of heav'n as mortal ſenſe could bear; 
There from his eyes I met the heav'nly beam, 
That kindled in my ſoul this deathleſs flame. 


Life, the moſt valu'd good that morta's prize, 
Compar'd to which, we all things elſe deſpiſe; 
Life, in its vig'rous pride, with all that's ſtor' d 
In the extent ot that important word; | 
Ev'n life itſelf, my God, without thy love, 

A tedious round of varity would prove. 

Grant me thy love, be that my glorious lot, 
Swallow'd i that, be all things elſe forgot! 

And while thoſe heav'nly flames my breaſt inſpire, 
F'll call up all my pow'rs, and touch the tuneful lyre; 
With all the eloquence of grateful lays, 

I'll fing thy goodneſs, and recite thy praiſe, 

The charming theme ſhall ſtill my ſoul employ, 
And give me foretaſtes of immortal joy; 

With ſilent rapture, not to be expreſt, 

My eager wiſhes here ſhall richly feaſt, 

When tullen night its gloomy curtains ſpreads, 
And {oothing ſleep its drowſy influence ſh ds; 

I 1} baniſh flat. rin; ſlumbers from my eyes, 
And praiſe thee till the golden morning rite; 
Thoſe ſilent hours ſha l conſecrated be, 


And through the liſt' ning ſhades I'll ſend my vows to 


thee. 
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PSALM LXIII. Imitated, 
FOUNT, mount my ſoul unto the realms of 


light, | 
And early ſeek the Lord of - ans and might; 
For thee my God, I thirſt like parched earth, 
Or lands unpeopled with continual dearth, 
Where no kind ſhow'rs their genial influence ſhed, 
- But wither'd nature hangs her drooping head; 
Thus thus my panting ſoul longs to explore, 
The ource of bliſs whoſe goodneſs | adore. 
Thy wond'rous love to me doth far excel, 
All other comforts that in life do dwell; * * 
With hands uplift my lips ſhall give thee praiſe, 
And all my being join the gratetul lays. 
In theſe bleſt thoughts I cloſe my weary eyes, 
And meditating on thy mercies riſe; 
My aid and . 2x thou art near at hand, 
O'erſhadow'd by chy wings ſecure I ſtand. 
They who to ſpill my ſoul ſhould e er preſume, 
Death ſoon ſhall ſnatch them to the gaping tomb, 
Or the devouri g tword without delay, 
Shall doom them to the ſavage beaſts a prey. 
To this my God, I'll raiſe my tuneful voice, 
« Lift up my heart and in thy praiſe rejoice: 
« Truth like the riſing ſun ſhail dart its rays, 
« And lies like darkneſs flee the mighty blaze.” 


PART of PSALM LXV. 


HE God of our ſalvation hears 
The groans of Sion mix d with tears; 
Yet when he comes with kind deſigns, 


Through all the way his terror ſhines, 


On 


LD 


On him the race of man depends, 


Far as the earth's remoteſt ends, 
Where the Creator's name is known, 
By nature's feeble light alone. 


Sailors that travel o'er the flood, 


Addreſs their frighied ſoul to God, 
When tempeſts rage, and billows roar 
At dreadful diſtance from the ſhore. 


He bids the noiſy tempeſts ceaſe; 


He calms the raging croud to peace, 
When a tumu:tuous nation raves, 
Wild as the winds, and loud as waves. 
Whole kingdoms ſhaken by the ſtorm, 
He ſettles in a peaceful form; 
Mountains eftabliſh'd by his hand 
Firm on their old foundations ſtand. 


Behold his enſigns ſweep the ſky, 

New comets blaze, and lightnings fly ; 
The heathen lands, with wift ſurprize, 
From the bright horrors turn their eyes. 


At his command the morning ray 
Smiles in the Eaſt, and leads the day. 
He guides the ſun's declining wheels 
Over the tops of weſtern hills. 


Seaſons and times obey his voice; 


The evening and the morn rejoice | 


To ſee the earth made ſoft with ſhowers, 


Laden with fruit and dreſt in flowers, 
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Tis from his wat'ry ſtores on high, 
He gives the thirſty ground ſupply ; 
He walks upon the clouds, and thence 
Doth his enriching drops diſpenſe. 


The deſart grows a fruitful field, 
Abundant fruit the valleys yield ; 

The valleys ſhout with chearful voice, 
And neighb'ring hills repeat their jo/s. 


The paſtures. ſmile in green aray, 
There lambs and larger cattle play; 
The larger cattle and the lamb, 

Each in his language ſpeaks thy name. 


Thy works pronounce thy power divine; 
O'er every field thy glories ſhine ; 
Through every month thy gifts appear; 
Great God, thy goodneſs crowns the year. 


wow 


PSALM LXV. By Mrs. ToiLtzrT. 


ROM thee, O God! begins the ſacred ſong : 
On the, O God! attends the pious throng 
In Sion's courts, the grateful vow to pay, 
And deſtin'd victims on thy flames to lay. h 
To thee, whole ear receives the voice of pray'r, 
Shall all of animated earth repair. 
My num'rous crimes ſad prevalence obtain : 
But thine it is to purge the guilty ſtain, 
How happy he, diſtinguiſh'd by thy choice, 
To near attendance ſummon'd by thy voice. 
Who in thy courts for ever ſhall remain, 
And taſte the bounteous bleſſings of thy fane. 
| E Thou, 


( 74 ) 
Thou, by terrific deeds in juſtice wrought, 
Shalt give the anſwer which our vows have ſought: 
O ſaving Deity | who doſt maintain - 
The hopes of all on earth's extended plain, 
And all who wander on the ſpacious main. 
His ſtrength the rocks has rooted to the ground: 
And pow'r with myſtic cincture girds him round. 
His will the roaring ocean can aſſuage; 
Or curb a frantic nation's wilder rage. 
Thy ſignals, with tremendous dread, controll 
The limitary circles of the pole: 
The various climates where the ſun diſplays 
His early beam, or hides his letting rays, \ 
Reſound a joyful echo to thy praiſe. 
If thou to our ir ferior region come, 
The gentle ſhow'r reſtores its vernal bloom : 
The itream divine a rich profuſion yields, 
And with a golden harveſt glads the he'ds. 
The genial moiiture chears the furrow'd plain, 
The ridge ſubudes, and ſoftens with the rain. 
Thus bleſs'd by thee does infant ſpring appear; 
And thy indulgence crowns the future year, 
While, from beneath thy ſteps, the clouds around 
With fragrant dews enrich the fertile ground. 
Ev'n on the deſert waſte the drops diſtill; 


And grateful mirth reſounds from ev'ry hill. 


The filver flocks the paſture lands adorn, 
The vallies glitter with the waving corn, 
And o'er the ſ.uiling fields the vocal joys are born. 
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E T God ariſe, while, all in dire diſmay, 

L His impious foes ſhall fly, diipers'd away; 
o let them fly before, a routed hoſt, 

As curling tmoak in fluid air is loſt : 


As 
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As pliant wax is liquify'd by fire, 
So let the guil.y waſte in God's avenging ire, 
Ye pious votaries | let grateful joy 
Dilate your breaſt, and all your pow'rs employ : 


Wha rides aloft on yon celettial frame ; 
Rejoice in Jab, his venerable name. - 
The orphan babes in him a father know; 
And he relieves the widow'd matron's woe : 
Impartial judge! he vindicates her cauſe, 

And from his ſacred ſeat aſſerts his laws. 

The ſolitary train he knows to bind 

In mutual ties, and uvity of mind : 

The captive he delivers from his chain, 

And leads him forth to liberty again; 

But dooms the curs'd apoſtate to remain 

In thirſt and famine on a ſandy plain. 

When thou, O God! all radiant at our head, 
Didſ through the pathleſs wild thy people lead, 
Earth ſhook beneath; diſtil'd the table ſhow'r 
From heav'n above, before th'approaching pow'r ; 
Ev'n Sinah trembl'd on his ſolid baſe, | 
Before the Gud, the God of Vael's race. 
Thou pour'it the plenteous ſtores of timely rain 
To chear the thirſty glebe of thy domain: 
Thy own peculiar people there reſides ; 

And there thy bounty for the poor provides. 
He ſpake; a numerous train attends the word, 
And loud proclaims the diQates of the Lord, 
The kings and captains fled in haſte away: 
While women and domeſtics ſhare the prey. 

Ye who ſo late, in deep dejection ſpread, 
Among the ſully'd caldrons make your hed. 
Shall yet arife, fair as the wings that fold 


Attuue your voice to celebrate his fame, | 


The filver dove, whoie plumes are ray'd with gold. 


When kings for you th'Almighty put to flight, 
Not ſnow on Salmon was more lovely white. 
E 2 
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The hill of God like Baſan's hill aſcends, 
High as the hill which Baſan's verge defends:: 
Why leap you thus, ye hills ? on this alone 
The Lord has fix'd his manſion and his throne. 
Him twice ten thouſand chariots in array, 
'The bright angelic myriads him obey : 
Prefides the ſov'reign, as of old he ſhin'd, 
On Sinai's ſummit in the blaze enſhrin'd. 
While thou to heav'n in triumph doſt ariſe, 
Thy reſcu'd captives wait thee to the ſkies : 
The tribute pay'd to thee, thou doſt beſtow | 
In bounties to mankind and ev'n thy foe ; \ 
That God may dwell with mortals here below. 
Bleſs'd be the pow'r, whoſe goodneſs ev'ry day 
Does needful aid and benefits convey : 
The God on whom we for ſalvation wait; 
And who commands the avenues of fate. 
He on their head his enemies ſhall wound ; 
Deep on their head with flowing treſſes crown'd:: 
Such is their doom, who on the guilty way 
Proceeding farther more from virtue ſtray. 
Thus ſpoke the Lord. My own ſelected train 
Again I guide from Baſan's fertile plain; 
Again from deep receſſes of the main. 
To purple o'er thy feet with hoſtile blood, 
While thy inſatiate dogs ſhall lap the ſanguine flood, 
My ſov'reign Lord ! what majeſty divine 
Attends thy regal progreſs to thy ſhrine : 
The venerable prieſts, a vocal choir, 
Precede, behind reſounds the ſolemn lyre; 
Fair virgins march amid the pious throng, 
And with the lively timbrel raiſe the ſong, 
To God, aſſembled tribes ! your praiſes ſing, 
Sincerely flowing from the vital ſpring. 
There waits the rev'rend patriarch's youngeſt born, 
And chiefs with his diminiſh'd race adorn ; 
There Juda, deſtin'd to a nobler fate, 
In ſynod firſt, and firſt in princely ſtate. 


While 


„ 
While Zebulon and Nepthali forſake 
The borders of their ſea-reſembling lake. 
O Author of our force !. by thy decree 
Confirm the work which was begun by thee. 
Led by thy fame, to Solyma's high dome 
Suppliant ſhall tributary monarchs come. 


Break thou the ſpear,. and proſtrate on the ground 


The maſters of the herd for ſtrength renown'd ; 
Till each his pride, and all his rage reſign, 
With wealthy preſents from the filver mine : 
So ſcatter thou the bands, whoſe dire delight 
Is in the waſte of rapine and of fight. 

Then princes ſhall attend from Egypt's ſands : 
To God ſhall Ethiopia lift her hands. 

With early zeal ye various nations join, 

And with united voice extol the pow'r divine. 
He on his glorious chariot rides on high, 

On the primzval empyrean ſky : 

Hark! — he ſpeaks; with formidable ſound 
The dreadful echo thunders all around. 
Aſcribe to him omnipotence alone 

Who has in ael fix d his awful throne: 

But gather'd clouds, his radiant ſtate conceal, 
And over his tribunal caſt a veil. 

How dreadful is the majeſty divine ! 

What terrors wait around his ſacred ſhrine. 
"Tis ael's God with glory and ſucceſs. 
Adorns his tribes : 'tis ours his name to bleſs. 
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. OD of my childhood, and my youth, 


The guide of all my days, 
I have declar'd thy heavenly truth, 
And told thy wondrous ways. 
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Wilt thou forſake my hoary hairs, 
And leave my fainting heart ? 
Who ſhall ſuſtain my ſinking years 

If God my ſtrength depart ? 


Let me thy power and truth proclaim 
To the ſurviving age, 
And leave a ſavour + thy name 
When I ſhall quit the ſtage. 


The land of ſilence and of death 
Attends my next remove ; 
O may theſe poor remains of breath 
Teach the wide world thy love ! 


Thy righteouſneſs is _ and high, 
Unſearchable thy deeds ; 

Thy glory ſpreads beyond the ſky, 
And all my praiſe exceeds. 


Oft have I heard thy threat'nings roar, 
And oft endur'd the grief : 

But when thy hand has preſt me ſore, 
Thy grace was my relief, 


By long experience have I known 
Thy ſovereign power to {ave ; 

At thy command 1 venture down 
Securely to the grave, 


When I lie buried deep in duſt, 
My fleſh ſhall be thy care; 

Theſe withering limbs with thee I truſt 
T'o raite them ſtrong and fair. 
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PSALM LXXII. By Mrs, Rows. 


Leſt prince of righteouſneſs and peace, 
B The hope of all mankind ! 
h 


e poor, in thy unblemiſh'd reign 
Shall free protection find. | 


Secure of juſt redreſs, to thee 
Th'oppreſs'd his cauſe ſhall bring ; 

While with the fruits of ſacred peace 
The joyful fields ſhall ſpring. 


Through endleſs years thy glorious name 
The righteous ſhall adore, 


When ſun and moon have run their courſe, 
And meaſure time no more. 


Thou ſhale deſcend like the ſoft drops 
Of kind celeftial dews; 

Or as a ſhow'r, whoſe gentle fall 
The joyful ſpring renews. 


The juſt ſhall flouriſh in thy days, 
And ſacred truth abound, 

While in the ſkies the changing moon 
Reſtores her nightly round. 


Peace ſhall with balmy wings o'erſhade 
Our favour'd walls around ; 

With graſs the meads, with plenteous corn 
Tue mountains ſhall be crown'd. 
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A handful ſcatter'd on the earth, 
Shall riſe a wond'rous crop ; | 
The loaded ſtalks ſhall bend like trees 
On Lebanon's high top. 


Thy glory no eclipſe ſhall ſee, 
But ſhine divinely bright : 
While from his orb the radiant ſun 
Darts undiminiſh'd light. 


Converted nations, bleſt in thee, 
Shall magnify thy grace, 

Call thee their glorious ranſomer, 
And hope of all their race. 


With love and ſacred rapture fir'd, 
Thy lofty name we'll ing : 

Thou only wond'rous things haſt done, 
The everlaſting king ! 


From all the corners of the earth 
Let grateful praiſe aſcend : 

Let loud Amens, and joyful ſhouts, 
The ſtarry convex rend. 


On PSAL M LXXIII. By Mrs. Rows: 
Whom have I in heaven but thee, &c. 


HE calls of glory, beauty's ſmiles, 
And charms of harmony, 
Are all but dull, inſipid things, 
Compar'd, my God, with thee. 
\ 


Without 
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Without thy love I nothing crave, 
And nothing can enjoy; 
The proffer'd world I ſhould neglect, 
As an unenvied toy. 


The ſun, the num'rous ſtars, and all 
The wonders of the ſkies, 

Tf to be purchas'd with thy ſmiles, 
Thou know'ſt I would deſpiſe. 


What were the earth, the ſun, the ſtars, 


Or heav'n itſelf to me, 
(My life, my everlaſting bliſs !) 
If not ſecur'd of thee ? 


Celeſtial bow'rs, ſeraphic ſongs, 
And fields of endleſs light, 


Wou'd all unentertaining prove, 


Without thy bliſsful fight. 


PSALM LXXIII. By Mrs. To LTL Er. 
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IS certain God to Vael does approve, 
To hearts untainted, his indulgent love. 


But from his path my feet were near to ſlide, 
And my unſteady ſteps to turn afide : 

At impious men my breaſt with envy ſwell'd, 
When proſp'rous guilt in triumph I beheld. 
When I obſerv'd, from where it firſt begun, 
On to the laſt their thread ſo ſmoothly run : 


While inexhauſted ftrength renews their prime, 


Firm and unconſcious of the waſte of time. 


Exempt from adverſe chance, they never know: 


That common fate which mortals undergo : 
That univerſal lot of human woe, 
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Yet favour'd thus, with inſolence they deck 

As with an honorary chain their neck : 

For this are they, as with a mantle ſpread 

To wrap them round, with violence array'd. 
Inclos'd with ſwelling fat, their eye-balls ſtart: 
Their wealth exceeds the wiſhes of the heart. 
To all around does their contagion reach ; 

They menace outrage, arrogant of ſpeech : 
Their mouth oppoſes heav'n; their cenſures go 
'Through all the habitable world below. 

For this the vulgar courts them ; whence they drain, 
As from a plenteous bowl, no ſlender gain: 
And yet, can God diſcover this! they cry; 

Is he omniſcient whom they ſtyle moſt high? 
Behold the impious ! what the world confers 

In ſmooth ſucceſs or wealthy ſtore is theirs. 
Then I, alas! have purg'd my heart in vain : 
And purify'd my hands from guilty ſtain. 

The live-long day with ſorrow was I worn; 
My anxious doubts awaken'd with the morn : 
Almoſt my ſeatence did with theirs agree; 
Then to thy children I injuſt ſhou'd be. 

I labour'd long this ſcience to attain ; 

But found my force unequal to the pain : 

TillT perplex'd the ſanctuary ſought, 

Where I at length their final doom was taught. 
How thou haſt plac'd them, where, too apt to ſlide, 
They totter on the pinnacle of pride : 

And then from thence by thee are headlong thrown, 
And into depths of ruin tumble down. 

How in the momentary glance of thought, 
They to a dreadful fate at once are brought ! 
Like viſions, which before the ſleeping eye 
Glide ſmoothly on, but with the flumbers fly, 
So thou, O Lord! the phantom ſhalt diſdain, 
When from repoſe thou ſhalt ariſe again. 

This conflict long diſquieted my heart; 

My very reins were thrill'd with piercing ſmart : 
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My ſenſe, when I adventur'd to diſpute 
The cauſe with thee, did not excell the brute. 
Yet by thy ſide for ever I remain ; 
And me thou doſt by my right hand ſuſtain : 
To guide me here thy council thou ſhalt give ; 
And after that to glory ſhalt receive. 
Whom but thyſelf have I in heav'n above ? 
Or who on earth with thee divides my love ? 
No! though my waſted fleſh ſhould wear away, 
My heart with languid pulſe forget to play, 
Yet God its lively vigour ſhall reſtore ; 
And be my heritage for evermore. 
Behold ! they periſh all, from thee who rove, 
And to thy rivals yield their perjur'd love. 
'Tis beſt that I with near attendance wait, } 


And truſt in God: and then I ſhal 
His noble acts in Sion's lofty gate. 


PART of PSALM LXXIII. 
8 URE there's a righteous God, 
LL 


Nor is religion vain; | 
Though men of vice may boaſt aloud, 
And men of grace complain. 


I ſaw the wicked riſe, 
And felt my heart repine, 

While haughty fools with ſcornful eyes, 
In robes of honour ſhine. "LA 


[Pamper'd with wanton eaſe, 
Their fleſh looks full and fair, 
Their wealth rolls in like flowing ſeas, 
And grows without their care, 
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Free from the plagues and pains 
That pious ſouls endure, 
Through all their life oppreſſions reign, 
And racks the humble poor. 


Thei@impious thoughts blaſpheme 
The everlaſting God 

Their malice blaſts the good man's name, 
Anſt ſpreads their lies abroad. 


But I with flowing tears 
Indulg'd my doubts to riſe ; 

Is there a God that ſees or hears 
The things below the ſkies ?”] 


The tumults of my thought 
Held me in hard ſuſpence, 

Till to thy houſe my feet were brought 
To learn thy juſtice thence, 


Thy word with light and pow'r 
Did my miſtakes amend ; 

I view'd the finners life before, 
But here I learnt their end. 


On what a ſlippery ſteep 
The thoughtleſs wretches go; 
And O that dreadful fiery deep 
That waits their fall below ! 


Lord, at thy feet I bow, 

My thoughts no more repine : 

I call my God my portion now, 
And all my poyers are thine, 
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PSALM LXXIV. By Mrs. Tor T Er. 


On thy aflembly turn thy thought once more; 
Thy ancient right, by purchaſe thine of yore: 
Thy glebe redeem'd, and ſubje& to thy rod; 
This hill of Sion, once thy lov'd abode. 

O! hither turn thy ſteps! O hither haſte, 

Or to repair, or to revenge the waſte: 

Where impious foes reduce thy holy fane 

To ruins, which for ever muſt remain. 

Within thy courts they raiſe a horrid cry: 
And fix their ſtandards in the air to fly. 

To lift the poliſh'd ax, in former days, 

On ſtately cedars, was the workman's praiſe : 
But now at once deſcending axes ſound, 
The weighty hammer's blunter ſtrokes rebound, 
Till all the artifice that did adorn 

The gilded fretwork from the walls is torn. 
Nor ſo content, their ſacrilegious hands 


Within thy ſhrine have toſs'd the flaming brands; 


The manſion where abode thy name before 
Have they profan'd, and level'd with its floor. 
Their hearts inſpir'd ; let all to ruin turn: 

The ſynagogues through all the land they burn. 
No wonted omens now our proſpe& chear: 
Nor riſes now the viſionary ſeer; 

Nor one the dark events of future times to clear, 
O God! how long ſhall thus thy foe defame ? 
Muſt he for ever thus revile thy name ? 

Why does thy hand, as if contracted reſt ? 
Thy better hand? O! draw it from thy breaſt, 
For God my ſov'reign is from nature's birth: 
The author of ſalvation through the earth. 


HY, Lord! ſo long from us doſt thou retire ? 
Againſt thy paſture ſheep why glows thine ire? 


= 
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This harmleſs tim'rous turtle which is thine: 
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By potent might thou didſ the ſea divide; 
And cruſh the heads of dragons in the tide: 
Thy ſtroke the vaſt /eviathan confounds, 
And cleaves his many heads with mortal wounds; 
The people who along the deſert ſtray 
Upon the coaſt ſhall feaſt upon the prey. 
Expreſs'd by thee, from rocky fiſſures glide 
The ſpring and ſtreams; while rapid floods are dry'd, 
Thine is the day, with golden luſtre bright; 
And thine the ſpangled purple of the night: 
The dawn which opens with a roſy gleam ; 
And the full glories of the ſolar beam. 
Thou didſt the globe with various zones incloſe : 
And mad'ſt the ſummer's heat, and winter's ſnows. 
Remember, Lord ! how thus thy foes exclaim : 
How ſtupid idiots dare revile thy name. 
Oh! do not thou to cruel hands reſign 


Nor to profound oblivion doom the poor. 
Recall to mind thy covenant once more: 

For in the caves of earth remote from day, 
Relentleſs Murther watches for her prey. 
Ariſe, O Lord! to vindicate thy cauſe; 

Still muſt the libertine blaſpheme thy laws ? 
Neglect not then their clamour bold and loud; 
Nor the rude tumult of the gath'ring croud. 


PSALM LXXVI. 


N Judah God of old was known; 
His name in Mael great; 
In Salem ſtood his holy throne, 
And Zion was his ſeat. 


* 1 
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Among the praiſes of his ſaints, 
His dwelling there he choſe; 
There he receiv'd their juſt complaints, 
Againſt their haughty foes. 


From Zion went his dreadful word, 
And broke the threat'niag ſpear ; 
The bow, the arrows, and the ſword, 

And cruſh'd th' A/yrian war. 


d. 


What are the earth's wide kingdoms elſe 
But mighty hills of prey? 

The hill on which Jehovah dwells 
Is glorious more than they, 


"Twas Zion's King that ſtopp'd the breath 
Of captains and their bands: 

The men of might ſlept faſt in death, 
And never found their hands. 


At thy rebuke, O Jacob's God, 
Both horſe and chariot fell : 

Who knows the terrors of thy rod? 
Thy vengeance who can tell? 


What pow'r can ſtand before thy ſight 
When once thy wrath appears? 

When heav'n ſhines round with dreadful light, 
The earth lies ſtill and fears, 


When Gad in his own ſov'reign ways 
Comes down to ſave th'oppreſt, 
The wrath of man ſhall work his praiſe, 
ong And he'll reſtrain the reſt, 


[Vow 
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| [Vow to the Lord, and tribute bring, 
Ye princes fear his frown : 
His terrors ſhake the proudeſt king, 
And cuts an army down, 


The thunder of his ſharp rebuke 

Our haughty foes ſhall feel; 
For Jacob's God hath not forſook, 
But dwells in Zion ſtill.] 


PSALM LXXVII. 


O God I cry'd with mournful voice, 
I ſought his gracious ear, 
In the ſad day when troubles roſe, 
And fill'd the night with fear. 


Sad were my days, and dark my nights, 
My ſoul refus'd relief; 

I thought on God the juſt and wiſe, 
But thoughts increas'd my grief. 


Still I complain'd and ſtill oppreſt, 
My heart began to break; 

My God, thy wrath forbid my reſt, 
And kept my eyes awake, 


My overwhelming ſorrows grew, 
"Till I could ſpeak no more; 
Then I within myſelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy judgments o'er. 
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I call'd back years and ancient times 
When 1 beheld thy face; 

My ſpirit ſearch'd for ſecret crimes 
That might withhold thy grace. 


I call'd thy mercies to my mind 
Which I enjoy'd before; 


And will the Lord no more be kind ? 
His face appear no more? 


Will he for ever caſt me off? 
His promiſe ever fail? 
Has he forgot his tender love? 
Shall anger ſtill prevail? 


But I forbid this hopeleſs thought, 
This dark, deſpairing frame, 
Remembring what thy Lind hath wrought; 
Thy hand is till the ſame. | 


I'II think again of all thy ways, 
And talk thy wonders o'er, 

Thy wonders of recov'ring grace, 
When fleſh could hope no more. 


Grace dwelt with juſtice on the throne; 
And men that love thy word | 
Have in thy ſanctuary known 
The counſels of the Lord. 


How awful is thy chaſt'ning rod? 
* (May thine own children ſay) 
The great, the wiſe, the dreadful God! 


. * How holy is his way!” 
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I'll meditate his works of old; 
The king that reigns above, 
I'll hear his ancient wonders told, 

And learn to truſt his love. 


Long did the houſe of Joſeph lie 
With Egypt's yoke oppreſt; 

Long he delay'd to hear their cry, 
Nor gave his people reſt. 


The ſons of good old Jacob ſeem'd 
Abandon'd to their foes ; 

But his almighty arm redeem'd 
The nation that he choſe. 


1/-a'l his people and his ſheep. 
Muft follow when he calls; 

He bid them venture through the deep, 
And made the waves their walls. 


The waters ſaw thee, mighty God, 
The waters ſaw thee come; 
Backward they fled, and frighted ſtood, 
To make thine armies room. | 


Strange was my journey through the ſea, 
Thy footſteps, Lord, unknown; 
Terrors attend the wond'rous way 
That brings thy mercies down. 


[Thy voice with terror in the ſound 
Through clouds and darkneſs broke; 

All heav'n in lightning ſhone around, 
And earth with wonder ſhook. 


Thine 


"*hine 
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Thine arrows through the ſkies were hurl'd, 
How glorious is the Lord! 

Surprize and trembling ſeiz'd the world, 
And his own ſaints ador'd. 


He gave them water from the rock; 
And ſafe by Mo/es' hand | 

Through a dry deſert led his flock 
Home to the promis'd land.] 


* 
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PSALM LXXVIII. By Mrs. To LTE. 


OUR ear, my people! to my dictates bend; 
And to my words your whole attention lend: 
My lips I will in parables unfold, | 
Involv'd in myſtic ſentences of old. 
What mighty deeds have we receiv'd from fame! 
And certain knowledge has confirm'd the ſame; 
Each to his ſon, as by his father taught 
Shall tell the wonders which the Lord has wrought; 
To futare age ſhall ſend his praiſes down, 
And miracles perform'd by him alone. 
His covenant confirm'd with Jacob ſtands; 
To 1/-a'l thus he fix d his high commands: 
This, with enjoin'd obedience to our fires, 
To teach their future children he requires; 
That unborn race, who wait the natal day, | 
Shall this to a ſucceſſive race convey, | 
To truſt in God, remember, and obey. 
And not with impious imitation trace 
Their anceſtors, a falſe obdurate race, 
Refuſing to direct their hearts aright; 
Nor would they to the Lord their ſouls unite. 
So Ephraim's ſons, though arm'd they bore the bow, 
Yet turn'd their backs, when they beheld their = 
rom 
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From God's diſclaim'd alliance they withdraw; 
Rejecting all obedience to his law; 
His benefits forgot, and acts that prove, 
Ev'n to their conſcious eyes, his boundleſs love; 
The prodigies their fathers once beheld 
In Eg ypr's land, in Zoan's wond'ring field. 


He parts the ſea, and leads them through the tide; 


And heaps the billows high on higher ſide: 

A pillar'd cloud conducts them all the day; 

By night the blaze of fire direQs their * 

He burſt the rocks, in wilds which never knew 
The bubbling fountain, or refreſhing dew ; 

To quench their thirſt he bad the moiſture flow, 

Plenteous as from the vaſt abyſs below: 

Forth from the rift the living ſtreams diſtill; 

As ſwelling floods their ſpacious channel fill. 

Yet ſtill their crime proceeds; they till conſpire. 

To tempt the higheſt to vindictive ire, 

Amid the ſolitude: For ſo ſuggeſts 

The diffidence of their ingrateful breaſts. 

The deity they challenge, to ſupply 

The banquet for their wanton luxury. 

In open accents now the murmurs broke, 

And thus of God in bold defiance ſpoke.. 

- Canhe amid the thirſty wild prepare 

The table charg'd with hoſpitable fare ? | 

He ſmote the rock indeed, the waters flow. 

From gaping clefts, obedient to the blow, 

And all around in limpid currents ſpread : 

But can he add the nouriſhment of bread ? 

Or with the food of ſolid fleſh maintain 

The numbers of his faint exhauſted train ? 

The Almighty herd, nor long delay'd his ire; 

In Jacob ſoon burſt forth the kindled fire; 

At Hfrael's race his indignation roſe ; 

Who ſcorn'd on him their credence to repoſe, 

Diſtrudiul of the aid which he beſtows. 
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"Tho! be to gath'ring clouds command had giv'n, 


And open'd wide the azure gate of heav'n, 

To pour the food, whoſe memorable name, 
Unheard before, from their inquiry came. 
Ethereal heav'n produc'd the pearly grain, 

Such dainties as angelic boards ſuſtain 

Were when indulg'd to man; till hungar ceas'd 
Repreſs'd with plenty of the copious feaſt. 

He ſent the rapid eaſt beneath the ſkies; 

The ſofter ſouth by his commiſſion flies : 

Thick as the duſt deſcends the living rain, 

Of feather'd fowls ; or ſands beſide the main. 
Theſe thro' the limit of their camp he ftrow'd, 
Around, and in the midſt of their abode. 

They eat, their craving appetite they fill, 

For he indulg'd them to their utmoſt will; 

Nor was their wiſh debarr'd : but while they preſs'd 
With eager teeth the yet unfiniſh'd feaſt, 

The wrath of God ſurpriz'd them all, and flew ] 
The wealthy chiefs of that intemp'rate crew : 

And all the choice of Hals ſons o'erthrew. J 
Vet they perſiſt to fin; nor to believe 

His ſignal prodigies attention give : 

For this their days in vanity he wears; 

And unavailing labour waſtes their years. 

Deſtroy'd by him, to ſeek him they return; 

Their early diligence prevents the morn: 

Then God their ſtrength they call to mind once more; 
That the moſt high their freedom did reſtore. 

While they on him with fawning accents hung, 
Falſe were their lips, and faithleſs was their tongue: 
Nor was their heart to him approv'd ſincere! 
Nor did they to his covenant adhere. 

But him ſerene benevolence inſpires; 

Their guilt he pardons, nor their fate requires: 
How oft from them his indignation turn'd, 

And his diminiſh'd ire with ſlacker fury burn'd! 
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'The frail condition of our earthly kind | 
To him appears but as the paſſing wind | 
That comes no more, nor leaves its track behind. 
Him in the wild how oft did they incenſe, 
And grieve his heav'nly mind with their offence ? 
Retreating back they tempt the pow'r divine; 
And Jrael's Holy Ore they dar'd confine. 
Forgetful of his hand; and of the day 
When from their toes he led them ſafe away: 
When gyft once his prodigies beheld ; 
The wor:ders he perform'd in Zcar's field. 
He bad the river roll a purple | re: 
They pine for thirſt, and loath the taſted gore, 
At his command the putrid air ſupplies 
The cluſt ring legions of envenom'd flies, 
With ſtings infix d to riot in their blood: 
With theſe, the noity frogs, aquatic brood, 
Annoy'd their fainting ſenſe. In vain appear 
The globous buds in promite ot the year: 
Upon the ravag'd iweets the canker feeds; 
The locuſt to the lab'ring hand ſucceeds. 
In vain the curling vines are hung around 
With iwelling gems ; for with a rattling ſound - 
The marble ten:peſt bears them (o the ground. 
Pinch'd by untimely winter icatter'd lye 
The juicy berries of a ſanguine dye: 
The weighty hail upon their herds he threw ; 
To blaſt their flocks the ruddy Jightning flew, | 
And hiſling bolts with ſlaming ſulpher blue. ) 
He pours upon them his revenge ſevere; 
Fury, and conſternation, a d deſpair: 
And to malignant angels gives command 
To bear his terrors thro' the guilty land. 
He gave his anger way ; nor deign'd to ſave 
Their ſinking ſpirit from the gaping grave: 
Their cattle Fl the dire deſtruction find, 
By him to waſteful peſtilence reſigu d. 
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And now a deeper wound th'Zgyptians mourn, 
In mingl'd fun'rals of their eldeſt born: 
The choice of youth, and who in ſtrength excell'd, 
Wherever Ham's deteſted offspring dwell'd. | 
But, as the ſhepherd to the flow'ry meads, 
Conducts his flock, his people forth he leads: 
Secure and fearleſs they, their march he guides ; 
But whelms their foes beneath the ruſhing tides : 
On to the limits' of his ſacred land, 
This mountain purchas'd by his own right hand : 
From thence the natives he before them drives : 
And by the line to them poſſeſſion gives, 
Proportion'd ; thus the tribes of Nas dwell'd 
In the r abodes whom he from thence expell'd, 
Yet to the trial the ſupreme they dare; 
Nor think h's inſtitutes deſerve their care. 
Now, turn d to flight, they meaſure back their pace, 
And prove the faithleſs authors of their race: 
So burſts the bow, and to the archer's ſcope 
Deceitful, fruſtrates his eluded hope. 
Forvidden altars on the hills on high, 
And ſculptur'd G ds provoke his jealouſy. 
This when the Lord had heard, his anger grew 
To ſterneſt hate of Hrael's impious crew: 
The tent of SHiloh he abandon'd then; 
The lov'd pavilion he had fix d with men. 
Their ſtrength he then refign'd to ſervile bands: 
His “glory to the bold invader's hands 
The people, once his own, he doom'd to feel 
Th'inſatiate fury of the deathful ſteel ; 
When on his own domain burſt forth his ire: 
Their blooming youth in crucl flames expire; 
In bridal ſong no more the virgin hears 
Her praiſes chaunted by her late compeers. 
Fall'n by the ſword the holy prieits lie flain : 
The widows fix'd in ſilent woe remain. 
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Then, as from quiet ſleep, aroſe the Lord: 
As when ſome hero finds his ſtrength reſtor'd 
By ſpirits which the gen'rous grape ſupplies, 
In — ſhouts his lofty voice he tries. 


Deep in their backs his enemies he wounds : 
And with eternal infamy confounds. 

He Jeſeph's tents refus'd ; nor him preferr'd, « 
On whom the patriarch's bleſſing wilful err'd : 

But Jude's favour'd tribe, his choice approv'd ; 
And Sion's holy mountain, his belov'd. 

_ His temple there he rais'd, to emulate 

The lofty ſtructures of imperial ſtate : 

And laid the firm foundation deep below; 

Strong as the earth, no change to undergo. 

His choice on Dawid fix'd, he took the ſwain 
From flocks, and folds, and from the rural plain: | 
From following mothers of the fleecy breed, 

The people of his heritage to feed. i 

His faithful heart, ſincerely he apply'd, 

For them the plenteous paſture to provide: | 
And with experienc'd {kill their ways to guide. 


PSALM LXXIX. By Mrs, TolTETr. 


EHOLD ! O God! behold the cruel train 
Of ſtern barbarians ravage thy domain : 

Behold thy ſhrine profan'd, and when on high 
The tow'rs of Salem glitter'd on the ſky, ; 
A mighty waſte, and pile of ruins lye, 
Thy ſervants lifeleſs carcaſſes are giv'n 
To ev'ry greedy vulture of the heav'n: 
Thy holy ſaints without interment lay, 
And ev'ry beaſt of earth devour'd the prey. 
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As falling rains increaſe the ſwelling flood, 
So Sion floated with her children's blood : 
Nor dar'd a pitying friend upon the bier 
Compoſe the dead, or fun'ral rites confer. 
Stung with reproaches of our foes we mourn ; 
To bord'ring realms a mark of public ſcorn. 
Shall length of time, O Lord ! thy ire aſiuage ? 
Or ſhall far ever glow thy jealous rage 
Like waſteful flames, and unextinguiſh'd burn ? 
Thy kindled wrath on other objects turn: 
On nations ignorant of thee to fall; 
And realms which never on thy name did call. 
For to their cruel rage is Jacob made 
A prey; and his abode in ruins lay'd. 
But O!] remember not, from former times 
Our- paſt offences ; but forgive our crimes : 
With ſoft compaſſion, e're it is too late, 
Behold, and raiſe us from our fall'n eſtate. 
O God of our ſalvation! yet once more, A 
For thy renown, our liberty reſtore : i 
And cleanſe cur guilt, as we thy name implore. 
With impious taunt why ſhould the heathen cry 
Where ? where is now their boaſted Deity ? 
May he, ſo known, conſpicuous in their cht, 
Upon themſelves his ſervants blood requite. 
O | let the mournful ſighs before thee come 
Of captives, deſtin'd to receive their doom : 
And prove, by pow'r in their deliv'rance ſhewn, 
That life and death are in thy hand alone. 
But to our neighbours, ſeven times multiply'd 
Into their boſom recompenſe their pride: Y 
Who thee with impious ſcoff have dar'd deride. }. 
So we thy people, of thy paſture we 
The choſen ſheep, ſhall render thanks to thee ; 
Nor ever ceaſe ; To thee we mean to pay 
The pious hymn, while ages roll away. 
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PSALM LXXX. By Mr. BART Ox. 


Shepherd, thou that doſt provide 
For {rae/'s tribe and ſtock, 
And doſt the ſeed of Jacob guide, 
And lead'ſt him like a flock ; 
Thou glorious God, that dwell'ſt between 
The cherubims on high. 
Give ear, and let thy light be ſeen 
To ſhine forth gloriouſly. 


In F;hraim's and Manaſſeb's fight, 
And Benjamin's appear: 

In all our fight ſtir up thy might, 
To ſave us, Lord, draw near. 

Turn us, O God, to thee again, 
For we too long have ſwerv'd: 

Cauſe thou thy face on us to ſhine, 
And we ſhall be preſerv'd. 


Lord God of hoſts, how long ſhall we 
Be left to this deſpair ? 

How long, Lord, wilt thou angry be 
At thy own people's prayer ? 

Thou giv'ſt thy — tears for bread, 
And tears likewiſe for drink: 

Their table thus is overſpread, 
Their cup fill'd to the 3697 


Thou mak'ſt us in our neighbour's eyes 
Mere ſubjects of debate: | 
With laughter do our enemies 
Behold our ſad eſtate, 


Turn 
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Turn ns again, Lord God of hoſts, 
And cauſe (as we have crav'd) 
Thy face to ſhine on Mael's coaſts, 
And then we ſhall be ſav'd. 


A noble vine of 1/-ae/ | 
Thou didſt from Egypt bring: 

The heathen folk thou didſt expel, 
And plant it there to {pring 

Thou mad'ft it room for Mael's ſake, 
By thy Almighty hand : 

And cauſed'ft it deep root to take, 
And lo it fill'd the land. 


The hills and mountains all abroad 
Were covered with its ſhade : 

And like the cedar trees of God, 
Her branches were diſplay d. 

Her boughs extending far and wide, 
Unto the ſea ſhe ſent : 

And to Euphrates river ſide 

Her other branches went. 


Why haſt thou then with great decay 

| Broke down her hedges ſo, 

That all that paſs along the way 
Do pluck her as they go? 

And it is waſted by the boar 
That cometh from the wood: 

The wild beaſts of the field great ſtore, 
Devour it for their food. 


Lord God of hoſts, we beg of thee, 
Return again to thine : 

Look down from heaven, behold and ſee, 
And viſit this thy vine, : 
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The vineyard and the branches young, 
Which thy right hand hath ſet, 
And for thyſelf haſt made ſo ſtrong, 
Do not, O Lord, forget. 


It's burnt with fire, it is cut down, 
And in a waſting caſe, 

At thy rebuke, Lord, at the frown 
Of thy Ciſpleaſed face. 

Uphold, Lord, in his high degree 
The man of thy right hand ; 

The ſon of man made ſtrong by thee, 
And for thy cauſe to ſtand. 


So will we not go back at all 
From thee, O Lord moſt high : 

Then quicken us, and we will call 
On thy name conſtantly. 

Lord God of hoſts, our hearts incline, 
And turn us now again: 

And cauſe thy face on us to ſhine, 
And ſafe ſhall we remain. 


1 


PS ALM LXXXI. By Mr. SAN DS. 


O God our ſtrength your voices raiſe: 
In ſacred numbers ſing his praiſe. 
The warbling lute, ſweet viol bring, 
And ſolemn harp loud timbrels ring. 
The new moon ſeen, ſhrill trumpets ſound; 
Your ſacred feaſts with triumph crown'd. 
'Theſe rites our God eſtabliſhed, 
When J/-acl he from Egypt led: 
Their necks with yokes of bondage wrung ; 
Inured to an unknown tongue. 


Your 
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Your burdens I have caſt away, 

Said he, and cleans'd your hands from clay: 
Then ſav'd, when in your fears you cry d; 
And from the thund”ring cloud reply'd. 

I try'd you ; heard your murmurings, 

At Meribah's admired ſprings. 

You ſons of 1/-ael, give ear; 

I will inſtruct you, would you hear. 

Beware; no foreign gods adore ;- 

Nor their adulterate powers implore. 


I thee alone brought from the land 
Of bondage, with a mighty hand. 
I know, and will ſupply thy need ; 
When naked, cloath ; when hungry, feed. 
Yet would not they my counſel brook ; . 
But deſperately their God forſook : . 
Whom I unto their luſts refign'd, 
And errors of their wandr'ing mind. 
O that they had my voice obey d, 
Nor from the paths of virtue ſtray d! 
Then victory their brows had crown'd : 
Their ſlaughter'd foes had ſpread the ground: 
Then had I made their enemy 
Submit, and at their mercy lye : 
Themſelves bleſt with eternal peace ; 
Enriched with the earth's increaſe : 
With flour of wheat, and honey fill'd, 
From breaches of the rock diſtill'd. 


n. 


PSALM LXXXIV. By Sir Joun DEN HAN. 


| Lord, how beauteous are thy courts ! 
Thither my longing ſoul reſorts ; 
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Fainting to ſee that bleſt abode, 
Wherein reſides th'Almighty God. 


The ſparrow finds a place to reſt ; 

The untun'd ſwallow builds her neft : 
Within thy walls their young they breed, 
And them before thy altar feed. 


How bleſt are they who there may dwell, 
Thy wonders, and thy works to tell! 
How bleſt are they, whoſe ſtrength abides 
In God ! for theſe he ſafely guides. 


Theſe in the thirſty vales are fill'd 

With ſprings, or ſhow'rs from clouds diſtill'd; 
Paſſing along from ſtrength to ſtrength, 

Till they mount Sion reach at length. 


Tie God of Jacob lends his ear. | 

The Lord of hoſts my pray'r will hear. 
Thou art my ſhield; and, Lord, thy grace 
Enlightens thy aneinted's face. 


One day which in thy courts I ſpend, 
A thouſand others does tranicend 
Thy temple-gates I'll rather keep, 
Than in the tents of princes ſleep. 


God like a ſhield gives ſtrong defence 

And as the ſun, whoſe influence 

Breeds all things for our good ; ſo he, 
O God, is bleſt, who truſts in thee ! 
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PART of PSALM LXXXVI. 


MON & the princes, earthly gods, 
A There's none that hath power divine; 
Nor is their nature, mighty Lord,. 

Nor are their works like thine, 


The nations thou haſt made ſhall bring 
Their offerings round thy throne : 

For thou alone doſt wond'rous things, 
For thou art God alone. 


Lord, I would walk with holy feet ; 
Teach me thy heavenly ways, 
And my poor ſcatter'd thoughts unite 

In God my Father's praiſe. 


Great is thy mercy, and my tongue” 
Shall thoſe ſweet wonders un 


How by thy grace my ſinking ſoul 
Roſe from the deeps of hell 


Admit my cries before thee to appear ; 

And to my ſupplication bend thine ear. 

With woe my foul is fraught; my fainting breath 
Approaches nearly to the gates of death : 
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PSALM LXXXVIII. By Mrs. To LTL Er. 


God of my ſalvation! all the day 
To thee, and all the night to thee I pray: 
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I ſeem like one who to the nether ſhade In 
Deſcends ; in vigour and in force decay'd. Fo 
Where all, whom death reſtores to liberty, 

Slain in the grave, and unremember'd lye; 

'Theſe from the living, by a fatal blow, 

Thy hand divides. And thou haſt caſt me low; 

In deepeſt caverns underneath the ground, 

Obſcure with night, and in the vaſt profound. 7 
Thy dread diſpleaſure preſſes on my ſoul; 

And o'er my head the raging, tempeſts roll. 

My deareſt friends, or who were ſuch of late, 

Haſt thou remov'd, or turn'd their love to hate; 
Confin'd in dungeons, and oppreſs'd.with chains, 
No hope of liberty to me remains. 

With pining grief my waſted eyes decay : | 
To thee I ſpread my hands, to thee I pray; \ 
As each revolving ſun renews the day. 

For wilt thou thy ſtupendous. wonders ſhew 

To the pale nations of the dead below ? 

What pow'r of art, or miracle ſhall raiſe 

Their vaniſh'd being to recite thy praiſe ? 

Who in the tomb ſaall tell thy mercy's fame? 

Or thy 2 in death proclaim? 

Or ſhall eternal night thy marvels boaſt? 

Or ſhew thy juſtice on the diſmal coaſt | 
Where thought itſelf is in oblivion loſt ? 

But thee have I implor'd ; with early cries, 

My pray'r attends thee, e'er the morn ariſe : 

O] wherefore doſt thou thus my ſoul repel ? 

And o'er thy preſence caſt a cloudy veil ? 

Thus have I languiſh'd from my tender years, } 


And inſtant death before my eyes appears, 

Preſs'd with thy wrath, and frantic with my fears. 

Thine indignation, and the conſcious dread 

Of heav'nly vengeance, overwhelms my head; 
Like rolling billows, and the ruſhing tide, 

They break above, and pour on ev'ry ſide : a 
n 


x 10 
In vain on kinſman, or on friend I call; 
For univerſal darkneſs hides them all. 
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PSALM LXXXIX. By Sir Jonn Denman. 


The truth and mercy of the Lord. 
s faithfulneſs as firmly ſtands, 
As heaven eſftabliſh'd by his hands. 


F ROM age to age I will record 
1 


A cov'nant he with David made, 
And to his choſen, ſwearing, ſaid : 

Thy offspring ſhall be bleſt, thy throne - 

Shall ſtand for ever, like my own. 


Angels thy heavenly wonders ſhew, 
Thy ſaints declare thy works below. 
Celeſtial pow'rs thy ſubjects are, 

Then what can earth to thee compare ?* 


With reverence all his ſaints appear, 
And round him ſtand with awful fear. 
The Lord of Hoſts with ſtrength abounds, | 
And faithfulneſs his throne ſurrounds. wy 


Thy breath with rage the ſea does fill; 
And at thy word the ſtorms are ftill. . 
Thy voice, like death, has Rahab broke, - 
Thy foes lie ſcatter'd by thy ſtroke. 


Thy bounty heaven and earth did found, 

From whence with fulneſs they abound. 

The North and South thy hand did frame, 
Tabor and Hermon. praiſe thy name: | 
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Thy mighty arm in ſtrength excells, 
And valour in thy right-hand dwells. 


Thy throne is fixt on judgment's baſe, 
And mercy ſtands before thy face. 
Thrice happy they, thy voice who hear, 
And by thy law their courſes fteer ! 


Exalted in thy righteouſneſs, | 
They to thy name their prayer addreſs : 
'Their ſtrength is by thy glory born, 
Thy favour ſhall exalt their horn, 


We ſafe in thy protection dwell, 
Thou Holy One of 1/-ae/. 

"Twas God, who in a vifion ſaid, 
I on the mighty help have laid. 


Dawid thy ſervant firſt I choſe, 

His head my ſacred oil o'erflows. 

Firmly ſupported by my hand, 

His ſtrength ſhall conquer and command, 


His enemy ſhall ne'er prevail ; 
The ſons of wickedneſs ſhall fail, 
; Caſt down before his face: and all | 
* Who hate him, by my plagues ſhall fall. 


Mercy and faithfulneſs his ways 

Shall point, my name his horn ſhall raiſe, 
He o'er the ſea ſhall ſtretch his hand, 
And mighty rivers ſhall command. 


Me for his father he ſhall own, 
| His ſaving rock ; for he's my ſon, 
| The firſt- born of my heavenly race: 
| Above all empires is his place. 


„ 
With him my cov'nant ſhall ſtand faſt, 


My mercy ſhall for ever laſt. 
His ſeed for ever ſhall endure, 
His throne as heaven itſelf ſecure. 


But if his ſons forſake my law, 

And their obedience ſhall withdraw; 
If from my ways and rules they ſtray, . 
And my commandments diſobey ; 


Their fins I'll viſit with a rod, 


Their backs ſhall feel the ſtripes of God: 


Yet ſhall they not to ruin fall, 
My word I never will recall. 


My cov'nant I will never break, 
Nor whatſoe'er my lips did ſpeak. 
By wy own holineſs have I 

Once ſworn, nor will to David lie. 


The throne of his eternal line, 
For ever like the ſun ſhall ſhine : 


Fixt like the moon in heaven, and there 


A faithful witneſs ſhall appear. 


This was thy cov'nant ſeal'd to me ; 
When ſhall it, Lord, accompliſh'd be? 
Thou haſt caſt thine anointed down, 
Has broken and abas'd his crown. 


Thy anger has laid waſte his wall ; 
All his ſtrong holds to ruin fall. 

The ſtrangers on his rights incroach, 
And all his neighbours — reproach. 


Thy hand upholds th'inſulting foes, 
Who boaſt and w_ in his woes. 
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His 
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His blunted ſword deceives his hand; 
The furious charge he cannot ſtand. 


His glory's vaniſh'd, his renown 

Is laid in duſt, his throne caſt down. 
His vigorous youth and hopeful race 
End, and conſufion fills his face. 


How long wilt thou from us retire, 

And let thine anger burn like fire ? 
Remember, Lord, how vain is man, 

How few his hours, how ſhort his ſpan ! 


Short from his cradle to his grave, 

For who from thence himſelf can ſave ? 
How is thy tenderneſs decay d:? 

Where are thy vows to David made ? 


For he's become the people's ſcorr, 
With laughter and reproaches torn. 


Theſe ſcorns if thy Anointed bear, 
They leſs his foes than thine appear. 
But bleſt for ever be thy name, 

And may all nations ſay Amen. 


A PARAPHRASE on Part of PSALM XC. 


O ſooner time his haſty flight began, 

| And the warm clod was moulded into man, 

'Than man commenc'd his God's peculiar care, 

Fled to his arms, and ſmil'd ſerenely there: 

And the ſame goodneſs and Almighty pow'r 

Beam on the race, which beam'd on one before. . 
Ce 
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Before the ſkies their ambient arch diſplay'd, 
Or the foundations of the world were laid, 
Jehovah fill'd his N throne, 

In boundleſs bliſs unrivall'd and alone; 

And when the ſun forgets to rule the day, 
And nature's rolling nd 49: ſhall ceaſe to play, 
In undiminiſh'd pomp he ſhall remain, 

And vaſt eternity ſhall be his reign. 


Lord, as our lives were kindled by thy breath, 
So at thy pleaſure we reſign to death, 
Quit all the gay diſtinctions once we wore, 
Sink to our duſt, and riſe to earth no more. 


The tedious travel of a thouſand years 
Before thine all-enfolding view appears 
Short as the tranſient hours of yeſter-light, 
Or the laſt watch that bolts the gates of night. 


As rivers, ſwoln with fierce deſcending rains, 
O'ertop their banks, and ruſh into the plains, 
Bound, foam, and thunder with tempeſtuous force, 
And ſpread refiſtleſs ravage in their courſe, 

So from life's heedleſs walks with headlong ſway 
Death's ſudden torrent ſweeps our lives away. 


When ſleep has huſh'd the day's ſad cares to reſt, 
What vain illuſions revel in our breaſt ! 
Yet, big with truth, and weighty import, ſeem 
The air-dreſs'd phantoms of the ſhad'wy dream: 


Thus through our ſpan gay ſcenes of bliſs beguile, 
But vanity's the harveſt of the toil. 


As flow'rs, when morn's firſt ſplendors gild the ſkies, 
Charm in the dew-drops, and in verdure riſe, 
So, While our race their youthful beauties wear, 
Vigour and joy on ev'ry brow appear ; 


But 


— 
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But, ere the ſun withdraws his ev'ning ray, 
They droop and wither in their laſt decay. 


Urg'd by neceſſity, with painful feet 
The broken rock, and gloomy vale we beat, 
Meet the dark frown of an offended God, 
And groan beneath the vengeance of his rod. 
Our ſins, that red with flagrant horrors riſe, 


Stretch to the loweſt hell, and ſcale the ſkies, 


Num'rous, as ſtars that ſtrow th'atherial plain, 
Or ſands that bound the billows of the main, 
Stand all unfolded to Jehovah's ſight, 

Though wrapt from mortals in impervious night. 


Admit it heav'n ſhould check the ſtroke of fate 

Till life protracted reach'd its utmoſt date, 

Or to the vital glaſs new ſands ſhould pour, 
Till, ſeventy weeks paſt, we fill'd the ſcore, 

A weary pilgrimage we ſtill muſt go, 

And pant beneath a growing load of woe ; 

Till nature, with her toils and griefs oppreſt, 
Would figh impatient for the hour of reſt. 


O dread Jehovah, who can ever know 
The weight of vengeance in thine angry brow ? 
Ev'n fear ſcarce images thy funds of ire, 
And thought flies flower than thy darted fire. 
Then teach me, Maker, the celeſtial ſkill 
'To meaſure life, and life's demands fulfill, 
That death for me may take the Seraph's charms, 
And I enraptur'd ruſh into his arms, 
Shake off this cumb'rous clod, and wing my way 
To a bleſt manſion in the realms of day. 


PSALM 
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PSALM XC. By Mrs. Tor Tr. 


Our ſacred refuge from our foes; 
Since aged time his courſe began, 
And through ſucceſſive periods ran. 
Before the mountain's early birth, 
Before the ſtructure of the earth, 
Before the univerſal ball 
Emerg'd from nothing at thy call, 
Thou, preſent Godhead ! doſt ſurvey 
An unbegun, an endleſs day. 
Mankind by thee” refign'd to doom, 
Thy voice reealls them from the tomb: 
The ſeries of a thouſand years, 
To thee that narrow ſpace appears, 


Which bounded laſt diurnal light: 


Or as an hour of watch by night: 

As rapid floods, which roll away 

To loſe their water in the ſea; 

As viſions of the ſlumb'ring eye, 

Which vaniſh when the ſlumbers fly: 

Or as the graſs they ſnall conſume; 

The morning ſees the verdure bloom, 
Which, e'er the ſtars of heav'n ariſe. 
Falls by the ſcythe, and fades and dries. 


Such is dur frail unceftain age; 


Sad victims of celeſtial rage 

Thy indignation waſtes our years 

In dire anxieties and fears. 

Our crimes to thy tribunal brought 
The ſecret act, and conſcious thought, 
Are open all to thy ſurvey, 

Where thy bright preſence gilds the day. 


HOU, Lord ! haſt been our ſure repole, 


„ 
Our days in thy diſpleaſure fail: 
Our years are ended like a tale. 
Sev'n decads does the annual ſun 
To limit our duration run: 
Perhaps with firmer ſtrength we gain 
One decad more of toil and pain; 
But ſoon the rapid hours run on; 
And the reſerve of life is gone. 


O! why preſume we to enquire 


The force of thy tremendous ire? 
Whoſe terrors we ſo deeply find, 
Impreſs'd upon the wounded mind, 
Nor let us calculate in vain : 

Our years that paſs, or what remain, 
But thence inſtru us, to impart 
The care of wiſdom to our heart. 
Return, O Lord! but O how ſlow ! 
And mitigate thy ſervants' woe. 

O! ſatisfy our eager ſenſe 

With undelay'd benevolence : 

That pious gratitude, and joy, 

May our ſucceſſive days employ. 


An age of happineſs beſtow, 


To recompenſe our former woe. 
Let thy dread acts thy ſervants grace; 
Thy glory bleſs our future race. 
On us thou majeſty divine ! 
Conſpicuous in effulgence ſhine : 
And let our toils, in thee begun, 
By thy auſpicious aid be done. 


PART of PS ALM XC. 


ORD, if thine eyes ſurvey our faults, 
And juſtice grows ſevere, 
T 


And burns beyond our fear. 


y dreadful wrath exceeds our thoughts 
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Thine anger turns our frame to duſt; 
By one offence to thee, 

Adam, with all his ſons, have loſt 

Their immortality. 


Life, like a vain amuſement flies, 
A fable or a ſong; 

By ſwift degrees our nature dies, 
Nor can our joys be long. 


"Tis but a few whoſe days amount 
To threeſcore years and ten; 

And all beyond that ſhort account 
Is ſorrow, toil, and pain. 


[ Our vitals with laborious ſtrife 
Bear up the crazy load, 

And drag thoſe poor remains of life 
Along the tireſome road.] 


Almighty God, reveal thy love, 
And not thy wrath alone ; 

O let our ſweet experience prove 
The mercies of thy throne. 


Our ſouls would learn the heavenly art 
T”" improve the hours we have, 

That we may act the wiſer part, 
And live beyond the grave. 


Another Verſion of PSALM XC. 
L ORD, what a feeble piece 
u 


Is this our mortal frame? 
r life how poor a trifle tis, 
That ſcarce deſerves the name ! 


— r 
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Alas, the brittle clay 
That built our body firſt ! 
And every month and every day 
"Tis mouldring back to duſt. 


Our moments fly apace, 
Nor will our minutes ſtay : 
Juft like a flood our haſty days. 
Are ſweeping us away. 


Well, if our days muſt fly, 
We'll keep their end in ſight, 
We'll ſpend them all in wiſdom's way, 
And let them ſpeed their flight. 


They'l! waft us ſooner o'er 
This life's tempeſtuous ſea : 


Soon we ſhall reach the peaceful ſhore 
Of bleſt eternity, 


PSALM XCI, By Mrs. To I LE r. 


H O in retirement of the higheſt dwells, 
Him with impervious ſhade th'Almighty veils. 
Thee I invoke, my refuge! my defence! 
Unſhaken tow'r of firm omnipotence ! 

On him my truſt I place, whoſe guardian care 
Is fix'd to free me from the fowler's ſnare ; 
And dire contagion of the tainted air, 
Thee, hov'ring o'er thy head, bis plumes ſhall hide; 
Secure ſhalt thou beneath his wings abide : 
His truth ſhall drive thy dangers all repell'd 
By the broad orb of her protecting ſhield, 
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Thy peaceful mind no terror ſhall affright, 
When the wan ſpectres glide along by night: 
Nor thee the formidable ſhafts which fly 
To carry fate through the diurnal ſry. 
Nor thee the venom of the direful peſt, 
Whoſe gloomy march enſanguin'd clouds inveſt : 
From realm to realm though ſwift deſtruction run, 
And crouds expire beneath the noon-tide ſun. 
A thouſand by thy fide ſhall heap the plain, | 
At thy right-hand ſhall fall ten thouſand ſlain ; 
Thou, only thou, inviolate remain. a 
Vet ſhall thine eyes the heav'nly vengeance view: 
The retribution of the impious crew: 
For on the Lord thy conſtant hope rely ' d, 
Within his rocky fortreſs to reſide. 
Reſt thou ſecure no adverſe chance to mect : 
No waſteful plague ſhall reach thy happy ſeat. 
He, with diſtinguiſh'd charge expreſsly given, 
Conſigns thee to the miniſtry of heav'n : 
With watchful diligence to tend thy ways ; 
Thee gently NE their arms to raiſe, 
Leſt, prominent above the level ground, 
'The pointed ſtone thy tender foot ſhould wound. 
Beneath thy foot “ the drowſy aſp ſhall lye, 
And regal baſliſe with baneful eye; 
Bold ſhalt thou tread, beneath thy ſteps impreſs d, 
The lion's brindled mane, and dragon's turgid creſt. 
His faithful heart my heav'nly love reſpires, 
With holy ardor, and with pure deſires : 
For this will I relieve, and raiſe to fame, 
This pious vot'ry of my ſacred name. 
Invok'd by him with ſupplicating cry, 
I chear his ſorrrows with a prompt reply: 
My preſence in his dubious toils is Known | 
An aid confeſs'd ; the benefit I crown 


With ſure deliv'rance, and with high renown. 1 
0 


* Super Aſpidem et Baſiliſeum ambulabis, et conculcabis leo- 
nem et draconem, Vers Vulg. V. B. 
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To nature's full demand ſhall he be bleſt 
With long extended days and peaceful reſt. 
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PART of PSALM XCII. 


83 is the work, my God, my king, 
To praiſe thy name, give thanks and ſing, 
To ſhew thy love by morning: light, 

And talk of all thy truth at night. 


Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt, 
No mortal cares ſhall ſeize my breaſt, 


O may my heart in tune be found 


Like David's harp of ſolemn ſound! 


My heart ſhall triumph in my Lord, 

And bleſs his works, and bleſs his word ; 
Thy works of grace how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep thy counſels ! how divine ! 


Fools never raiſe their thoughts ſo high: 
Like brutes they live, like brutes they die; 


Like graſs they flouriſh, till thy breath 


Blaſt them in everlaſting death, 


But I ſhall ſhare a glorious part 

When grace hath well refin'd my heart, 
And freſh ſupplies of joy are ſhed 
Like holy oil to chear my head. 


Sin my worlt enemy before) 
Shall vex my eyes and ears no more : 
My inward foes fhall all be ſlain, 


Nor ever brake my peace again. 


Then 
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Then ſhall I ſee, and hear, and know, 
All I defir'd or wiſh'd below ; 

And every power find ſweet employ 
In that eternal world of joy. 


PSALM XCIII. By Mrs. ToiLzr, 


HE Lord, a mighty monarch, reigns, 
In robes of ſtate himſelf he dret: 

The zone of fortitude reſtrains 

The folds of his imperial veſt. 
This penfile habitable world 

He balanc'd in the liquid ſpace : 
Which by no force ſhall e'er be hurl'd 

From its determin'd deſtin'd place. 
Thy throne was founded e'er the earth 

Was made; or rolling ages run: 
Anteriour thou to nature's birth, 

Primæval eſſence, nnbegun ! 
Hark, Lord! the ſwelling torrent roars ; 

The flood exhorts the boiling main: 
Old Ocean ſummons all the ſtores 

His ample magazines contain. 
What though the ſurges foam and roll, 

And with impetuous tumult rave ? 
The Lord reſides above the pole, 

More dreadful than the raging wave. 

On thy decrees does truth await : 

And, Lord ! in thy eternal dome, 
So to adorn thy regal ſtate, | 

Fair piety has fix'd her home, 
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PSALM XCIII. By Sir JohN Denman, 


OD cloth'd in his majeſtic robe, 
His mighty ſcepter bears 
Over the new created globe; 
And girt with ſtrength appears. 


His throne, than time it ſelf's more old. 
Aloud the ocean roars ; 

Its billows to the ſkies are roll'd, 
Yet God has fix'd its ſhores. 


His voice exceeds the ocean's far, 
When waves their rage proclaim : 
Secure his teſtimonys are, 
And holy is his name. 


Iv 


PART of PSALM XCIV. 
HO will ariſe and plead my right 


Againſt my numerous foes, 
While earth and hell their force unite, 
And all my hopes oppoſe? 


Had not the Lord, my rock, my help, 
| Suſtain'd my fainting head, 

| My life had now in filence dwelt, 
My ſoul amongſt the dead. 


Alas] my ſliding feet! 1 cry'd, 
Thy promiſe was my prop; 

Thy grace ſtood conſtant by my fide, 
Thy ſpirit bore me up. 


While 
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While multitudes of mournful thoughts 
Within my boſom roll, 

Thy boundleſs love forgives my faults, 
Thy comforts chear my ſoul. 


Pow'rs of iniquity may riſe, 
And frame pernicious laws; 

But God my refuge rules the ſkies, 
He will defend my cauſe. 


Let malice vent her rage aloud, 
Let bold blaſphemers ſcoff; 

The Lord our God fhall judge the proud, 
And cut the ſinners off, 


PSALM XCVI, Imitated. 


4 O God from whom immortal bleſſings ſpring, 

Let all the earth with ſounds ſeraphick ring; 

With heav'nly zeal and ardour praiſe his name, 

Throughout the world his ſaving grate proclaim); 

To all the heathen nations wide around. 

The pow'r and greatneſs of our God reſound, 

Through all the world with joyful ſongs declare, 

His wond'rous works how excellent they are. 

Enthron'd he ſits above the ſtarry ſkies, 

No numbers can to his perfections riſe; 

O! great ador'd! How can we have regard 

To other Gods when unto thee compar'd ? 

Dumb ſenſeleſs ſtocks the heathens call upon, 

Creation's Lord we'll fall before thy throne, 

Exalt and praiſe thee till in wonder loſt; 

Since thou alone omnipotence can boaſt. 

O! TaePs ſons, within his temple bend, 

Whoſe bounteous hand, doth ev'ry bleſſing * 
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There chant his praiſe; and in harmonious ſongs, 
Aſcribe the glory which to God belongs. 

Give honour due unto his holy name, 

And let your preſents teſtify the ſame; 

In beauteous holineſs the Lord adore, 

On trembling pinions your petitions ſoar. 

The Lord is God let all the heathen know, 

The earth unmov'd his mighty pow'r doth ſhew ; 
He'll judge mankind by his eternal word, 

Guilt ſelf. condemn'd ſhall meet its juſt reward. 

Let heav'n, let earth, the air, and raging ſeas, 
Proclaim our God within their juſt degrees; 

And woods and ſmiling meads with verdure crown'd, 
And all creation echo to the ſound. 

« For hem equity will judge the world, 

« Then from their ſeats the impious ſhall be hurl'd ; 
His juſtice then aloft will hold the ſcale, 

And truth triumphant ever ſhall prevail.” 


_—_— 


PSALM C, 


* E nations round the earth, rejoice 

Before the Lord, your ſovereign king: 
Serve him with chearful heart and voice, 

With all your tongues his glory ſing. 


The Lord is God: tis he alone 

Dot life and breath and being give: 

We are his work, and not our own; 
The ſheep that on his paſtures live. 


Enter his gates with ſongs of joy, 
With praiſes to his courts repair; 
And make it your divine employ 
To pay your thanks and honours there. 


The 


The 
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The Lord is good, the Lord is kind; 
Great is his grace, his mercy ſure; 

And the whole race of man ſhall find 
His truth from age to age endure. 


PSALM C. By Mrs, ToLLETr. 


E nations all whoſe various climates glow 
With ſultry ſans, or freeze with ſolid ſnow : 


Ihe heav'n's eternal law your.bounds divides, 


With range of mountains or reſounding tides, 
Let pious joy your grateful boſoms raiſe ; 

And join in hymns of univerſal praiſe. 
Revere th'omnipotent, eternal king : 

Parent divine, of nature ſacred ſpring. 

No heav'n-born race, nor ſelf-exiſtent we; 
His word from nothing ſummon'd us to be; 
His people we, his flock peculiar ſhare 

The plenteous herbage, and the paſtor's care. 
With humble joy and veneration wait 

To tread his courts, and to approach his gate : 
Adore the ſacred name, from whoſe diſpoſe 


An inexhauſted ſtream of bounty flows. R [7 
While ages roll his mercy ſhall remain ; 


No period limits his extended reign : 
His truth ſhall laſt, while with ſucceſſive birth 
The race of mortals ſhall renew the earth. 


PSALM CII. By Mr. DAN IEI. 


ROM the dark dungeon, from the lonely cell, 
Where pining woe and endleſs horror dwell : 
ouchſafe, great God, theſe dying ſighs to hear, 

Liſten, oh liſten to the * prayer; 


Theſe | | | | 
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Theſe ignominious chains my filence-break, 
Theſe galling fetters bid the mourner ſpeak ; 
Let this my ruthful look, this matted hair, 
Let theſe my hollow eyes expreſs my care ; 
Theſe eyes alas! their conſtant ſtages keep, 
To lift their heavy lids to thee and weep. 
All reliſh of delight, all joy is paſt. 
My very food grows nauſeous to my taſte ; 
Wither'd like graſs my ſapleſs limbs are found, 
Whilſt my dry ratling ſkin kangs looſe around ; 
E'vn to myſelf a ſpectacle I grow, 
And my whole man's a ſkeleton of woe. 
Of hope bereft, what hand can give me eaſe? 
What _ can Charm me? and what fight can 
pleaſe? | | 
Then ks chains, ſince liberty is fled, 
Welcome my fate, for hope itſelf is dead. 


Thus pierc'd with grief, and wilder'd with deſpair, 
The pelican laments her tender care ; 
To every wind her ſorrow is addreſt, 
When ſome rude hand has robb'd her downy neſt; 
She tries the brake, ſhe ſearches all the plain, 
\8 .Often ſhe's heard to call, but.calls in vain ; 
She hangs her wings, ſhe hates the tedious day, 
And penſive mourns the live-long night away. 


Ah !- ſee from whence our pregnant ruin grows, 
| And hear the haughty language of our foes : 

17 « Is then the period of their bondage paſt, 

* And ſhall theſe Hebrew ſlaves return at laſt ? 
'« Muſt then once more their boaſted Sion riſe, 
« And wave its impious banners in the ſkies ? 
« Have they forgot the memorable day 
-« When all their ſhining ſtores became our prey ? 
«© When ruin ſwept the coward and the brave, 
No walls could ſhield them, and no hand could 
4 ſave; 
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« Tn vain their feeble God they now implore, 
« Alas! Egyptian plagues ſhall come no more, 
« Their wonder-working Mo/es now is gone; 
«© But-——let the fools dream on, and be undone.” 


Hear this, great God, and let thy anger riſe ; 
Why ſleeps the awful thunder of the ſkies ? 


ls then thy wond'rous might ſo little known ? 


Shall it be ſaid thy ſaving pow'r is gone ? 

Ah no! my God, it was at thy command 

The prophet ſpake it, and his word will ſtand : 
Yes, we ſhall ſee our lovely Sion riſe, 

And lift its glitt'ring turrets to the ſkies, 

What though in chains I draw my lateſt breath ; 
What though theſe ſtreaming eyes ſhould ſet in death. 
Thou, glorious being, ſhalt be ſtill the ſame, 
And ages yet to come ſhall bleſs thy name. 
Though now deſpis'd in foreign lands we roam, 
Thy voice will call the wand'ring exiles home; 
Jeruſalem once more ſhall know her Lord, 

And thou ſhalt there be worſhip'd and ador'd. 


Oh Sion ever lov'd, and ever dear, 
Great in thy ruins, in thy aſhes fair 
How ſhall I ſpeak ? what language can expreſs 
My quick, my tender ſenſe of thy diltreſs ? 
Not Babylon in all her pride ſhall be 
So fam'd for beauty, or belov'd like thee ; 


Not though ſhe boaſts her mighty triumphs paſt, 


Not though ſhe reigns the miſtreſs of the Eaſt, 
Should her vaſt wails to diſtant ages ſtand, 

To ſhew the greatneſs of the builder's hand, 
Though high in air her hanging gardens riſe, 
And ſpread their wond'rous verdare in the ſkies ; 
Ev'n then thy ruins, nay thy ſtones ſhall be 

A lovelier, ſweeter paradiſe to me, | 


G 2 Look 
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Look down, pou God, for ever =_= and juſt, 


© Look down, and ſee thy Sion in the duſt! 

On her loſt ſtate thy happy influence ſhed, 

- Kindly forgive, and raiſe her drooping head: 
Converted millions will the deed approve, 
Whilſt kneeling crouds ſhall wonder at thy love. 
Struck with the ſight our heathen foes ſhall ſtand, 
And trembling, dread the thunder of thy hand ; 
Ev'n haughty Babylon ſhall vaunt no more, 

But quit her pride, grow humble, and adore: 
Our ſongs the wond'rous ſtory ſhall record, 

And nations yet unborn confefs the Lord, 


O extaſy of thought! my lab'ring ſoul 
Exulting bids the lazy minutes roll: 
She longs, ſhe pants to ſee the glorious day, 
When Judab's happy ſons ſhall lead the way; 
Methinks I hear the happy Judab's ſong, 
Whilſt all the bright proceſſion moves . ; 
I ſee them leave proud: Babylon behind, 
I ſee them give their ſorrows to the wind 
From tribe to tribe I hear the ſhouts ariſe 
When firſt their native land ſalutes their eyes ; 
Proſtrate they fall, and riſing they embrace, 
Whilſt tears of joy run trickling down each face: 
Thy glorious name in ev'ry mouth is found, 
The God, the mighty God is heard around, 


Hills, rocks, and diftant worlds return the bean 


ſound! 


The c:onding populace with pious care, 
Prepar d by faſts, and ſanQtify'd by pray'r; 
Begin the work, the ruin'd dome ſurround, 


Remove the pond'rous ſtones, and clear the ground ; 


With joyful ſhouts we ſee thy temple riſe, 


Each growing turret ſtrikes our wond'ring eyes; 


In 
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In ample glory ſhe revives again, 
And caſts a beamy ſplendour o'er the plain; 
Thy prieſts, in white array'd, thy name invoke, 
With precious gums thy loaded altars ſmoke ; 
Remoteſt nations to the feaſt repair, 
Unload their gifts, and pay their homage there, 


Rang'd on the mount the elders ſhall. be found, 
With all the comely youth attending round ; 
Often they point to thy beloy'd abode, 
Bid them look there and wonder at the God; 
« A-God for ever bleſt, and ſtill the ſame, 
Loving, and kind, JErovaH is his name; 
„% "Twas he, my children, who your fetters broke, 
„He, he alone remov'd the galling yoke : 
« Tell it ye hills, repeat it all ye woods, 
Tell it ye ſeas, proclaim it all ye floods: 
« Hail, hail the mighty work with loud acclaim, 
*. And let our childrens children bleſs his name. 


Ah whither does my wand'ring fancy run! 
When will the viſionary muſe have done ? 
My ſoul foretels theſe mighty things ſhall be, 
Though never, never to - ſeen by me. 
Should I be doom'd this ſtage of life to leave, 
And death's cold hand ſhould ſtretch me in the grave, 
Yet ſtill unchang'd thy purpoſes ſhall ſtand, 
And the great work be wrought at thy command ; 
Yet oh! my God, the God of all my might, 
Give me to find this favour in thy fight ! 
Snatch not, I beg, my flitting ſoul away, 
But give my eyes to ſee that glorious day! 
Though to weak minds it may unlikely be, 
Yet what can be too hard, great God, for thee ? 
Didſt thou not poiſe in air this wond'rous ball, 
And out of nothing {peak this beauteous all ? 
Didſt thou not give the ſun his quick'ning ray, 
To flame around, and bleſs the world with day? 
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By thee the lovely lamps of heav'n ariſe, 
Shine through the gloom, and glitter in the ſkies, 
What though the race of man ſhall feel decay ? 
And like their changing garments melt away; | 
What though the flaming ſun ſhould loſe its light, 
Shorn of its beams, and ſink in endleſs night ! | 
Though the rack'd orb ſhould in confuſion lie, 
And all their fading glories wink, and die ; 
Ev'n in the cruſh of worlds thy glorious name 
Shall ſtill ſurvive, eternal and the ſame : 
No time to thee can any change impart, 
For thou art all in all, and all in every part. 


He hears, he iſſues from his bright abode, 

Riſe 1/7ael, riſe, and hail the coming God; 

Safely conducted by his heav'nly hand, 

Go forth, and follow to the glorious land. 

Angels lean down to ſee the wond'rous day, 

Whilſt flow'rs unbidden ſpring to ſtrew the way; 
Peace ſpreads her balmy wings, no noiſe of arms 
Shall break your reſt, or * ye with alarms; 

Safe in your God your eaſy hours beguile, | 
Whilſt milk and honey make your paſtures ſmile, 
No more your law, nor ſolemn rites ſhall ceaſe ; 

But Sion's worſhip: be confirm'd in peace: 

Fix'd as the earth's foundation ye ſhall ſtand, | 
"Whilſt willing worlds bow down, and own your dread 
command. 


PART of PSALM CHILI. 


Y ſoul, repeat his praiſe 
Whoſe mercies are ſo great; 
Whole anger is fo ſlow to riſe, 
So ready to abate, 


God 
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God will not always chide; 
And when his ſtrokes are felt, 

His ſtrokes are fewer than our crimes, 
And lighter than our guilt. 


High as the heavens are rais'd 
Above the ground we tread. 

So far the riches of his grace 
Our higheſt thoughts exceed. 


His pow'r ſubdues our fins, 
And his forgiving love. 

Far as the Eaſt is from the Weſt, 
Doth all our guilt remove. . 


The pity of the Lord 
To thoſe that fear his name, 
Is ſuch as tender parents feel: 


He knows our feeble frame. 


He. knows we are but duſt, 
Scatter'd with ev'ry breath; 

His anger like a riſing wind 
Can ſend us ſwift to death. 


Our days are as the graſs, 
Or like the morning flower: 
If one ſharp blaſt ſweep o'er the field, 
It withers in an hour, 


But thy compaſſions, Lord, 
To endleſs years endure ; 


And childrens children ever find 
Thy words of promiſe ſure. 
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The Lord, the ſovereign king, 
Hath fix'd his throne on high: 

O'er all the heavenly world he rules, 
And all beneath the ſky. 


Ye angels, great in might, 
And ſwift to do his will, 

Bleſs ye the Lord, whoſe voice ye hear, 
Whoſe pleaſure ye fulfil. 


Let the bright hoſts who wait 
The orders of their king, 
And guard his churches when they pray, 
Join in the praiſe they ſing. 


While all his wond'rous works 
Through his vaſt kingdom ſhew 
Their 2 glory, thou, my ſoul, 

Shall ſing his graces too. 
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PSALM CIV. Imitated by Mr. BrackLoex. 


9 
RISE, my ſoul ! on wings ſeraphick riſe, 
A And praite th'Almighty Sov'reign of the ſkies ; 

n whom alune eſſential glory ſhines, | 
Which not the heav'n of heav'ns, nor boundleſs ſpace 
confines. | 


When darkneſs rul'd with univerſal way, 
He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day ; 
Firſt, faireſt offspring of th'omnific word! 
Which, like a garment, cloath'd its ſov'reign Lord. 
On liquid air he bade the columns riſe, 


'T aa. prop the ſtarry concave of the ſkies ; 
E : 16 | Diffus'd 
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Diffus'd the blue expanſe from pole to pole, 
And ſpread circumfluent zther round the whole. 


Soon as he bids, impetuous tempeſts fly, 
To wing his ſounding chariot through the ſky ; 
Impetuous tempeſts the command obey, 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep th'aerial way. 


* 


Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on high, 


Unnumber' d hoſts of radiant heralds fly; 
From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfin d, 
As light'ning ſwift, reſiſtleſs as the wind. 


In ambient air this pond'rous ball he hung, 
And bad its center reſt for ever ſtrong ; 
Heav'n, air, and ſea, with all their ſtorms, in vain 
Aſſault the baſis of the firm machine. 


At thy almighty voice old Ocean raves, 
Wakes all his 2 and gathers all his ways; 
Nature lies mantled in a wat'ry robe, 
And ſhoreleſs billows revel round the globe; 
O'er higheſt hills the higher ſurges rife, 
Mix with the clouds, and meet the fluid ſkies: 
But when in thunder the rebuke was given, 
That ſhook th' eternal firmament of heav'n; 
The dread rebuke th'affrighted waves obey, 
And in confuſion ſcour their uncouth way; 
And poſting rapid to the place decreed, 
Climb the bh hill, and ſweep the humble mead: 
And now relu&ant in their bounds ſubſide, 
The bounds, impervious to the laſhing tide, 
Reftrain its rage; whilſt, with inceſſant roar, 
It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore. . 


By him, from mountains cloath'd in lucid ſnow, . 
Through fertile vales, the mazy rivers flow, 
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Here the wild horſe unconſcious of the rein, 
That revels boundleſs o'er the wide champaign, 
Imbibes the filver ſurge, with heat oppreſt, 

To cool the fever of his glowing breaſt. 


Here riſing boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's pride, At] 
Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide ; Pru 
While, gently perc ing on the leafy ſpray, Th 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his various lay : Th 
And while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, Ho 


Creation echoes to the grateful ſound. | 
Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends, 
Its tincture brightens, and its arch extends: 

At the glad ſign the airy conduits flow, 

Soften the hills, and chear the meads below : 
By genial fervor, and prolific rain, 

Swift vegetation cloaths the ſmiling plain: 
Nature profuſely good, with bliſs o'erflows, 
And ſtill is pregnant, though ſhe ftill beſtows ! 


Here verdant paſtures far extended lie, 
And yield the grazing herd a rich ſupply ! 
Luxuriant, waving in the wanton air, 
Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care ! 
Here vines mature with freſh carnation glow, 
And heav'n above diffuſes heav'n below. 
Ere& and tall, here mountain cedars riſe, 
Wave in the ſtarry vault, and emulate the ſkies ! 
Here the wing'd croud, that ſkim the yielding air, 


With artful toil their little domes prepare ; a 
Here hatch their tender young, and nurſe the riſing : 
care | 
Up the ſteep hill aſcends the nimble doe, | ö 
While timid conies ſcour the plains below, . 
Or in the pendent rock elude the ſcenting foe! 


He 
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He bade the ſilver majeſty of night 


Revolve her circles, and increaſe her light: 

Aſſign'd a province to each rolling ſphere, 

And taught the ſun to regulate the year. 

At his command, wide-hov'ring o'er the plain, 

Primzval night reſumes her gloomy reign : 

Then from their dens, impatient of delay, A 

The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, ; 

Howl through the ſpacious waſte, and chaſe the { 
frighted prey. * 

Here ſtalks the ho monarch of the wood, 

Taught from thy providence to aſk his food : 

To thee, O Father ! to thy bounteous ſkies, 

He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes; 

He roars, the deſerts tremble wide around, 

And repercuſlive hills repeat the ſound. 


Now orient gems the eaſtern ſkies adorn, . 
Aud joyful nature hails the op'ning morn : | 
The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, . 
Fly to their ſhelters, and forget their prey. 
Laborious man, with mod'rate ſlumber bleſt, 
Springs chearful to his toil from downy reſt ; 
Till grateful ev'ning, with her argent train, 
Bids labour ceaſe, and eaſe the weary ſwain. 


« Hail, ſov'reign goodneſs ! all- productive mind 1 * 
“On all thy works thyſelf inſcrib'd we find! 
How various all! how variouſly indu'd ! | 
* How great their number! and each part how good! 
How perfect then muſt the great parent ſhine! 
* Who, with one act of energy divine, 
* Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign l“ , 


Where'er the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts purſue, 
Nor. 


Unbounded goodneſs ri RP view, 
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Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare, 
Exhauſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care, 
Extends through all th'infinitude of ſpace, 
And circles nature with a kind embrace. 


The azure kingdoms of the deep below, 
'Thy power, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs ſhew : 
Here multitudes of various beings ftray, 
Croud the profound, or on the ſurface play. 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore, 
And ev'ry product waft from ev'ry ſhore; 
Hence meagre want expell'd, and ſanguine ſtrife, 
For the mild charms of cultivated life ; 
Hence ſocial union ſpreads from ſoul to ſoul, 
And India joins in friendſhip with the pole. 
Here the huge potent of the ſcaly train 
Enormous ſails incumbent o'er the main, 
An animated iſle, and in his way, 
Daſhes to heav'n's blue arch the foamy ſea : 
When ſkies and ocean mingle ſtorm and flame, 
Portending inſtant wreck to nature's frame, 


Pleas'd in the ſcene, he mocks, with conſcious pride, 


The volley'd lightning, and the ſurging tide ; 
And, while the wrathful elements engage, 
Foments with horrid ſport the tempeſt's rage. 
All theſe thy watchful providence ſupplies, 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes; 
For them thou op'neſt thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
'Till the capacious wiſh can graſp no more.. 


But, if one moment thou thy face ſhouldſt hide, 


Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny'd ; 

Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes, 
And vents her grief in univerſal cries : 

'Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
Wide o'er the nations ſpreads his diſmal reign ; 
Sea, earth, and air, the boundleſs ravage mourn, 
And all their hoſts to native duſt return. 


But 
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But when again thy glory is diſplay'd, 
Reviv'd creation lifts her chearful head : 
New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 
And life rekindles at the genial ray : 
United thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, 
And heav'n and earth reſound their Maker's praiſe!. 


When time-ſhall in eternity be loſt, 
And hoary nature languiſh into duſt ; 
For ever young, thy glories ſhall remain, 
Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign. 
Thou, from the realms of everlaſting day, 
View'ſt all thy works in one immenſe ſurvey: 
Pleas'd, thou behold'ſ the whole propenſely tend 
To perfect happineſs, its glorious end. 


If thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Her baſis trembles, and her offspring dies. 
Thou ſmit'ſt the hills, and at th'Almighty blow, 
Their ſammits kindle, and their inwards glow. 


While this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame; 
To thee my ardent praifes ſhall be borne, 
On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn : . 
The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 
And nature in full choir ſhall join around. 
When full of thee my ſoul excurſive flies 
Through earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies ; - 
From world to world, new wonders ſtill I find, 
And all the Godhead flaſhes on my mind ! 
When, — with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take its 

Ight 

To the — boſom of eternal night, 
To thee my ſoul ſhall endleſs praiſes pay: 
Join! men and angels! join th'exalted lay. 


Pa⸗ 


a 
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PARAPHRASE upon PSALM CIV. 
By Dr. Txare. 


EGIN, my lyre, the great creator's praiſe, 
Who, crown'd with glory and immortal rays, 

Majeſtic ſhines ; unutterably bright, 

With dazling robes of uncreated light: 

Who ſpacious ſheets of her ſpreads on high, 

And, like a curtain ſmooth'd, unfolds the ſky. 

Vapours condens'd, and fleecy miſts, ſupport 

'The ample floor of his aerial court : 

Who, borne in triumph o'er the heavenly plains, 

Rides on the clouds, and holds a ſtorm in reins ; 

Flies on the wings of the ſonorous wind, 

While hn glares before, and thunder roars be- 

ind, 

That no incumbring fleſh may clog the flight 

Of his fleet meſſen gers, or quell their might: 

Them pure unbody d eſſences he frames, \ 
Swift of diſpatch, more active than the flames, 

He fix'd the ſteady baſis of the earth, 

And with a fruitful word gave nature birth. 

Then circling waters o'er the globe he ſpread, 

And the dull maſs with pregnant moiſture fed : 

Above the rocks th' aſpiring ſurges ſwell'd, 

And floods the talleſt mountain-tops conceal'd. 

But when th' Almighty's voice rebuk'd the tide, 
And in loud thunder bid the waves ſubſide ; 

The ebbing deluge did its troops recall, 

Drew off its forces, and diſcloſs'd the ball. 

They at th'Eternal's fignal march'd away, 

To fill th' unfathom'd channel of the ſea ; 

Where, roaring, they in endleſs wars engage, 


And beat againſt thoſe ſhores that bound their rage. 
- Hence 


Wl 


Hence ſtraggling waters unperceiv'd get looſe, 
And genial moiſture through the globe diffuſe ; 
Purling through porous earth, where way their hes, 
They run, and on high hills in fountains riſe : 
Or bubling out in ſprings, they gently ſlide 
Down by the craggy mountain's ſloping fide, 
And o'er the verdant turf along the valleys glide. 
Till tir'd with various errors, back they come 
To their appointed univerſal home ; 

Which God has deſtin'd for the muſt'ring place 
And gen'ral rendezvous of all the wat'ry race. 


For though th'Almighty checks the ocean's pride, 
And in due bounds confines the raging tide ; 
That it may ne'er again with licence roll 
O'er all the univerſe, and drown the ball: 
Yet nought reſtrains its kinder influence, 
Nor ſtops thoſe bleſſings which its ſtreams diſpenſe, 
By ſubterraneous ſluices he conveys 
The rivers out, which, in an endleſs maze, 
Through oozy channels draw a winding train, 
To roll back large additions to the main; 
Or branching into brooks, and murm'ring rills, 
Creep through the vales, and ſhine between the hills, 
Whither the ſavage beaſts which roam abroad, 
Owning no maſter, and no fix'd abode ; 
And thoſe which under galling harneſs bow, 
Inur'd to pains, and patient of the plough ; 
Repair, when ſcorch'd with ſummer's ſcalding beams, 
To ſlake their thirſt, and drink the cooling ſtreams. 
Near which the poplar, and green willows grow, 
Adorn the banks, and ſhade the brooks below. 
terch'd on their boughs, the birds their voices raiſe, 
And in ſoft muſick fing their maker's praiſe. 


Who from his airy chambers rain diſtills, 
And with new verdure cloaths th'unſightly hills: i 
N The 


The thirſty glebe, refreſh'd with ſoftning drops, 
Rewards the painful hind with plenteous crops. 

The teeming earth luxuriant herbage breeds, T7} 
And flocks and herds with graſſy fodder feeds. 5 
At his command, the ſpring, for human uſe, | 


The birth of herbs and healing plants renews, = 
'Then rip'ning fruits, and waving ears of corn, 7 
In ſummer's heat the fertile fields adorn. a, 
Succeeding autumn, from the cluſt'ring vine W 
Gives luſcious juice, and glads the world with wine: E 
Which with its briſk reviving flavour cheers D 
The drooping ſpirit, and diſpels its cares. | . 
Then the fat olive, in a richer ſoil, Bi 
Yields the year's product, and refigns its oil; >; 
Which adds a luſtre, and a ſmoother grace, 50 
To wrinkled ſkin, and ſleeks the ſhining face. 1 
With circulating ſap the trees are fed; 2 
Refreſh'd with which, the cedar rears its head, T 
And lofty firs their thriving branches ſpread ; Br 
Which, moiſten d with invigorating juice, 
A fragrant ſcent through ae diffuſe. 
Theſe to the birds convenient manſions yield, 
Which in * boughs their tow'ring houſes 0 
build. | 
The ſtately ſtork here plants her neſt on high, : 
Difdains the lower air, and ſeeks the ſky. F 
The ſhaggy goats a hilly refuge love, v 
Clamber the cliffs, and o'er bleak mountains rove. A 
O'er ſtony rocks the ſportive conies play, | B 
And on the ragged flints their tender offspring lay. 
Appointed by his providential care, T 
The changing moon divides the circling year; ] 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſeaſons, rules the night, ( 
And fills her duſky orb with borrow'd light. 1 
The ſun with glory, fearleſs of decay, F 


Rolls regular, and gives alternate day. 
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By turns he, ent'ring, gilds the roſy Eaſt ; 
By turns, with ſetting rays, he paints the Weſt: 
Then gloomy night involves the hemiſphere, 
And ſpreads dark horrors o'er the dewy air. 
Then the wild tenants of the deſart woods 
Begin to move, and quit their warm abodes : 
For prey the yawning bears forſake their holds, 
And prouling wolves explore th'unguarded folds. 
With raging hunger pinch'd, the Lions roar, 
Expand their jaws, and range the foreſt o'er: 
Dreadfully ſuppliant, for their meat they pray 
To heav'n, and ſavage adoration pay. 
But ſoon as ſtreaks of light the Eaſt adorn, 
And flying miſts confeſs the dawning morn ; 
Back to their dens the rav'nous hunters ſpeed 
With their raw booty, and at leiſure feed. 
But when the lion to his reſt repairs, 
Laborious mortals wake, and riſe from theirs ; 
To care and bus'neſs they themſelves addreſs, 
Begin with morning, and with ev'ning ceaſe, 


How various, Lord, are all thy works, which 


raiſe 
Our admiration, and tranſcend our praite ! 
Wiſely the world's great fabrick was deſign'd, 
And boundleſs wiſdom ev'ry atom join d. 

With thy rich bounty fill'd, the earth appears, 
Which food, and phyſick, on its ſurface bears; 
And in its bowels hides a wealthier ſtore ; 
Bright veins of gold, and cakes of filver ore. 


Profuſe of bleſſings, with a laviſh hand, 
Thou pour'ſt thy gifts on ſea as well as land. 
The vaſt unmeaſur'd kingdoms of the main, 
Copious materials for thy praiſe contain, 
There ſcaly monſters of enormous ſize 


Flounce in the ways, and daſh with foam the ſkies. 
| While 


| 
| 
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While ſhoals innumerable, and the fry- 
Of ſmaller fiſh, glide unregarded by. 
Others, cnchas'd in ſhelly armour creep 
Upon the rocks, or ſeek the ſlimy deep. 
Here big with war, or traffick, veſſels ride, 
Driv'n by the winds, and bound along the tide. 


There huge Leviathan of cumb'rous form, 


Embroils the ſea in ſport,. and breathes a ſtorm ; 
He ſucks the briny ocean at his gills, 

And his vait maw with finny nations fills ;. 
Then laves the clouds with falt, aſcending rain, 
And with his ſpouting trunk refunds the main. 


Theſe all dependent on his bounty live, 
And from his providence their meat receive.. 
His open'd hand profuſely ſcatters food, 


Which pleas'd they gather, and are fill'd with good. 


But when his hand is ſhut, the creatures mourn, 
'Till his withdrawn beneficence return. 
When his command puts out their vital flame, 


They moulder to the duſt, from whence they came; 


'Then to repair the loſs ſuſtain'd by death, 

He gives new life, with his inſpiring breath, 
To forms, which from the vaſt material maſs 
Are ſtill wrought off, and ſo renews the race. 
Thus a ſucceſſive offspring he ſupplies, 

And th'undecaying ſpecies never dies. 


No bounds th'Eternal's glory can reſtrain, 
Nor time's dimenſions terminate his reign. 
From his bright regions of celeſtial day, 
He with complacence ſhall his works ſurvey. 
At his reproof convulſive nature ſhakes, 
And ſhuddring earth from its foundation quakes : 
His awful touch the quiv'ring mountains rends, 
And curling ſmoke in ſpiry clouds aſcends. 
For me, while unextinguiſh'd life maintains 
Heat in my blood, and pulſes in my veins, 


His 
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His wond'rous works ſhall animate my ſong, 
Exalt my thoughts, and dwell upon my tongue. 
While on rebellious foes his vengeance hurl'd, 
Confounds their pride, and ſweeps them from the 

world ; | 
His glory ſhall my raviſh'd ſoul inſpire, 
And to the gay creation tune my lyre; 
That imitates, in various-ſounding lays, 
Th'harmonious diſcord which it firives to praiſe, 
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PSALM CV. By Mrs, Toilet, ' 


Celebrate the Lord ! invoke his name ; 
His mighty deeds to heathen realms proclaim 3 
From him derive the hymn, the ſolemn ſong ; 
Of his ſtupendous acts your ſpeech prolong. 
Then triumph in his name, for ever bleſt: 
Who ſeek the Lord, let joy inſpire their breaſt, 
The Lord and his omnipotence explore : 
Require his ſacred preſence evermore. 
Proferve in memory his wond'rous deed, 
His ſigns, and judgment by his mouth decree 
O ye of Abraham his ſervant's race; 
Ye who from his elected Jacob trace : 
Your favour'd line ! the Lord our God is he; | 
And all the world ſubmits to his decree. 
His covenant he ſtill in mind retains ; 
His promiſe, which immutable remains, 
While thouſand ages roll : which he of yore 
To Abrabam engag'd, to Jaac ſwore ; 
The ſame he gave to Jacob in command, 
The league with Yael ever fix'd to ſtand. 
This land, he ſaid, of Canaan ſhall be thine ; 
This your paternal portion I aſſign. 
Though 
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Though yet but few in number they were found; 


A ſlender train, and then on foreign ground: 
For then they wander'd through he <a; ſtates, 
In various exiles, led by various fates. 

He ſuffer'd none to. injure them ; but mov'd 

In their defence, ev'n monarchs he reprov'd. 
Nor my anointed touch ;. nor violate 

Whom I have ſent, the meſſengers of fate. 
He calls; obſequious to the ſtern command, 
Commiſſion'd famine deſolates the land. 

No longer the ſupport of corny grain, 
Deſtroy d by him, does human life maintain. 
He ſends his harbinger before, the youth 
Adorn'd with beauty, chaſtity and truth: 

To baſe unworthy ſlavery betray'd, 

With fetters gall'd, in chains of iron laid, 
Which pierc'd his ſoul; till the celeſtial word, 
In deſtin'd hour, his innocence explor'd. 

Then ſent the king, who there the ſceptre bore, 
To break his chains, and freedom to reſtore: 
Exalted him his regal pow'r to ſhare. 
And truſted all his treaſures to his care. 
Permitted him his princes to reſtrain, 

And wiſdom to his ſenate to explain. 

To Egypt then the rev'rend Hael came, 

And Jacob ſojourn'd in the land of Ham. 

To numbers there he caus'd their tribes to grow; 
And gave them force ſuperior to their foe: 

For this dire envy animates their breaſt, 

With faithleſs wiles his ſervants to moleſt. 

His ſervant Me/es then, with Jaron join'd, 

His ſacred choice ambaſſadors deſign'd : 
Diſclos'd in public view his ſignals ſtand 

By theſe ; his prodigies in Ammon's land. 


Night he commanded from the nether ſhade ; . 


And all the wide horizon night array'd : 
Nor then his oracles they diſobey'd. 


Their 
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Their worſhipp'd ſtream he turns to putrid blood: 
While dying roll upon the goary flood, 
Their“ monſter-gods, and terrors of the Nile, 
The Þ river-horſe and ſealy crocodile. 

Then to the frogs he gave a wond'rous birth ; 
An upſtart offspring of the teeming earth: 

Theſe through cheir palaces in numbers ſpread, 
And lodge themſelves upon the royal bed. 

He ſpake ; and inſtant as the word repair 

Black ſwarms of flies to darken all the air: 
Through all the region he the inſects brings 

To wound their bodies with envenom'd ſtings. 
In place of rain he gives them pond'rous hail ; 
While on the ground the fiery meteors trail, 

In vain the vines their ſwelling gems produce, 
And rip'ning figs digeſt their cruder juice: 

He blaſts them all; and ſpreads the country round 
With levell'd woods, all ſhatter'd .on the ground. 
He calls ; the locuſts, and a countleſs band 

Of waſteful cankers, poſting o'er the land, 

To pillage deſtin'd its increaſe invade : 

Devour the tender plant, and ſpringing blade. 
Wounded by him, through all their confines dy'd 
The blooming youth, their parents eldeſt pride. 
His own he forth conducts, enrich'd with ſtore 
Of ſilver vaſes, and of golden ore: 

Not one in all their kindred could they find 
Whoſe feeble force with fickneſs was declin'd. 
Th'Egyptians now with joy their march beheld: 

So had their fear their avarice expell'd. 

Above a cloudy canopy he ſpread : 
And pointed flames their nightly journey led. 
He to their wiſh the taſteful quail accords ; 


And with the bread of heav'n ſupplies their boards ; 


He cleaves the rock; the copious ſtreams diffuſe 
O'er the parch'd ſands, as ample rivers uſe, 
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For he what ſacred ties his promiſe bind, 
And Abraham his ſervant calls to mind. 
With joy his reſcu'd people forth he guides; 
With triumph his elect: and he divides 
To them of heathen realms the conquer'd ſoil ; 
A rich inheritance in other's toil. 
Yet limited, that with religious awe _ 5 
They keep his ſtatutes, and obſerve his law. 


PSALM CVI. By Mrs. Tol ver. 


With grateful praiſe confeſs the Lord benign: 
o period e'er ſhall his indulgence bound, 
if While ages meaſure their eternal round. 
His mighty deeds what mortal can relate ? 
His equal praiſes who ſhall celebrate ? 
How happy they who juſtice till attend, 
And all their hours in acts of virtue ſpend ! 
Remember me, O Lord! that I may find 
What favour for thy people is deſign'd : 
With ſahutary preſence viſit me; 

That I the bliſs of thy elect may ſee, 
Partake the joys of thy peculiar train, 

And ſhare the triumphs of thine own domain. 
We to our anceſtors in guilt ſucceed : 

In perpetrated crimes, and impious deed. 
[i Our fires beheld, with inattentive thought, 
Thy iterated ſigns in Egypt wrought ; 

Nor treaſur d in their recollected ſenſe 

The boundleſs ſtores of thy benevolence ; 
But where the ſea, the Erythræan flows, 
Againſt thee there in bold rebellion roſe. 


I. halleluias all your voices join; 
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Yet them he ſav'd, to vindicate his name: 
And his omnipotence confirm'd to fame. 
Reprov'd by him, the ſea forgets to flow ; 
Aad bare appears the ſolid ſoil below ; 
By him conducted, through the deep they paſs'd, 
As through the regions of the ſandy waite. 
He then redeem'd them from the tyrant's hand ; 
And ſav'd them from their enemy's command: 
While all their foes beneath the gulphy wave 
Lye whelm'd ; not one eſcapes the wat'ry grave. 
His oracles did then their credence gain: 
His praiſe they ſung in an alternate ſtrain. 
But ſoon to dark oblivion they reſign'd 
His acts; nor to his council bend their mind. 
As through the dreary ſolitude they go, 
To mad exceſs their wanton wiſhes grow; 
And with their inſolent demands they try, 
Amid the wild, to brave the Deity : 
He grants the boon ; but thus the grant controlls, 
That meager atrophy ſhould waſte their ſouls, 
Yet in the camp again, with envy fir d, 
Againſt their patient leader they confpir'd ; 
And Aaron, venerable by the ſign 
Of conſecration to the pow'r divine. 
The gaping earth, down to the center cleaves, 
And rebel Dathan to the ſhades receives: 
Then, cloſing o'er their heads, its bars reſtrain 
His guilty brother, and ſeditious train. 
The ſudden flame amid their crew aſpires: 
The impious periſh in devouring hires. 
At Horeb's foot an imag'd calf they made: 
And to the molden gold their adoration paid. 
Thus their inverted glory they deface ; 
And with the ſemblance of an ox diſgrace: 
An animal, who knows no higher good 
Than ruminating on his graſſy food. 
Their Saviour, God, they baniſh'd from their thought, 
And all his mighty deeds in Egypt wrought ; 


Stu- 
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Stupendous prodigies in Ammon's land; 

And ſigns terrific on the Red-Sea ſtrand. 
Then he pronounc'd, that he decreed to 
The univerſal ruin on them all: | | 
But Maſes, his ele, the breach maintains 
And from the reſt the iſſuing wrath detains ; 
That wrath celeſtial, which prepar'd to fall, 
With univerſal ruin menac'd all. 

Yet ev'n that happy region they diſdain'd ; _ 
Nor now his promiſe their belief obtain'd : 
They ſpread the murmurs of their diſcontent, 
In mutual confidence from tent to tent; 

'Too obſtinate attention to afford 

To monitory dictates of the Lord. 

He rais'd againſt them his obteſting hand, 
To whelm them in the ſolitary-land : 

To drive their progeny diſpers'd and hurl'd 


Through barb'rous nations,. and the diſtant world, 


To Phegor next they join d themſelves ; and fed 
On the polluted victims of the dead: 

Their wild inventions his revenge inflame ; 

And on them ſwift the dire deſtruction came. 
Then Phineas roſe, and by atonement made 
With guilty blood, the ſpreading miichief ſtay'd: 
This act imputed righteouſneſs ſhall crown, 
From age to age recording his renown. 

His dreadful anger yet again they try'd ; 

There where the waters of contention glide : 
Then Maſes found, by ſad experience taught, 
The prince to ſuffer for the people's fault; 

For him ſo far their murmurs did provoke, 
That from his lips unguarded paſſion broke, 

Yet did they not deſtroy the gentile train, 

So did the mandate of the Lord ordain: 
Accurs'd alliance ſoon their blood unites ; 

And leads to imitate forbidden rites: | 

The imag'd Gods their ſervile homage ſhare : 
Which often prov'd their detriment and ſnare, 


Un- 
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Unhappy victims! at the dæmon's call, 
Their blooming youth, and faireſt virgins fall; 
All ſmear'd with filial gore the parents ſtand * 
Of innocents, who by the dire command 9 
Of Canaan's idols purple all the land. 
They, with the tincture of their deeds embrew'd, 
Their fictions with adult'rous love purſu'd. 
Againſt his people this incens'd the Lord; 
Who now his own inheritance abhorr'd. 
He then reſign'd them to the cruel hand 


Of heathen nations; to the hard command 
Of hoſtile lords: to their oppreſſive foe, 


Beneath the yoke of ſervitude they bow. 
He oft reliev'd them; they as many times 
Provok'd him, and were humbled for their crimes : 


He yet regards their ſorrows; nor denies 


A gentle audience to their ſuppliant cries, 


His covenant again recall'd to mind, * 
e, in his num rous mercies, grows more kind: 
The victors to compaſſion he inclin'd. I 


4 


Preſerve us, Lord ! our God whom we adore! 
From foreign lands our ſcatter'd race reſtore : 
Again aſſembled to thy ſacred name 

Our thanks to pay; and triumph in thy fame. 
Bleſt be the Lord whom 7/-ae/'s- ſons adore, 
From age to age, till time ſhall be no more! 
Let full aſſent reſound from all the throng ; 
And with your alleluias end the ſong, 


Parr of PSALM CXL. 


ONGS of immortal praiſe belong 
x.) To my Almighty God; 
He has my heart, and he my tongue, 
To ſpread his name abroad. 
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How great the works his hand has wrought ! 
How glorious in our fight! 

And men in every age have ſought 
His wonders with delight, 


How moſt exact is nature's frame! 
How wile th'eternal mind ! 

His counſels never change the ſcheme 
That his firſt thoughts deſign'd. 


When he redeem'd his choſen ſons, 
He fix'd his cov'nant ſure : 

The orders that his lips pronounce 
To endleſs years endure. 


Nature and time, and earth and ſkies, 
Thy heavenly ſkill proclaim : 

What ſhall we do to make us wiſe, 
But learn to read thy name ? 


To fear thy power, to truſt thy grace 
Is our divineſt ſkill ; 


And he's the wiſeſt of our race 
That beſt obeys thy will. 


PSALM CxII. By Sir Joun Dexnuan, 


H A T man is bleſt who fears the Lord, 
And. with delight obeys his word. 
His ſeed on earth ſhall be increas'd 


In might, his generation bleſt. 


His houſe with riches ſhall abound b 
With righteouſneſs for ever crown'd, 


Through 
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Through darkneſs he ſhall ſee the light, 
— his ways are jut and right. 


He with compaſſion gives and lends, 
Diſcretion all his works attends. 

His houſe and race ſhall ever laſt, 
So fixt they ne'er ſhall be diſplac'd. 


No evil tidings make him ſtart, 
For he on God has fixt his heart : 
Nor ſhall he from his foes retire, 
But have on them his own deſire. 


Diſperſing to the poor he gives, 

His righteouſneſs for ever lives ; 
Honour his horn ſhall highly raiſe. 
On him with grief the wicked gaze: 
Gnaſhing their teeth they ſhall expire, 
And periſh in their own defire, 


PSALM CXIL. 


HAT man is bleſt who ſtands in awe 
Of God, and loves his ſacred law : 
His ſeed on earth ſhall be renown'd ; 
His houſe, the ſeat of wealth, ſhall be 
An inexhauſted treaſury, 
And with ſucceflive honours crown'd. 


His liberal favours he extends, 
To ſome he gives, to others lends : 
A generous pity fills his mind: 
Yet what his charity impairs, 
He ſaves by prudence in affairs, . | 
And thus he's juſt » all mankind. 
2 
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His hands, while they his alms beſtow'd, 


His glory's future harveſt ſow'd: 
The ſweet remembrance of the juſt, 
Like a green root, revives and bears 


A train of bleſſings for his heirs, 


When dying nature ſleeps in duſt. 


Beſet with threat'ning dangers round, 


Unmov'd ſhall he maintain his ground; 
His conſcience holds his courage up: 

The ſoul that's fill'd with virtue's light, 

Shines brighteſt in affliction's night; 
And ſees in darkneſs beams of hope. 


In tidings never can ſurprize 

His heart, that fix'd on God relies, 
Though waves. and tempeſts roar around: 

Safe on the rock he fits, and ſees 


The ſhipwreck of his enemies, 


And all their hope and glory drown” d. 
The wicked ſhall his triumph ſee, 


And gnaſh their teeth in agony, 


To find their expectations croſt; 


They and their envy, pride and ſpight, 


Sink down to everlaſting night, 
Aud all their names in darkneſs loſt.] 


PSALM CXIIL. 


E that delight to ſerve the Lord, 
The honours of his name record, 
"His ſacred name for ever bleſs ; 


Where- 
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Where-e'er the circling ſun diſplays 
His rifing beams, or letting rays, 
Let lands and ſeas his power confeſs. 


Not time, nor nature's narrow rounds, 
Can give his vaſt dominion bounds; _ 
The heavens are far below his height: 
Let no created greatneſs dare 
With our eternal God compare, 
Arm'd with his uncreated might. 


He bows his glorious head to view 
What the bright hoſts of angels do, 
And bends his care to mortal things ; 
His ſovereign hand exalts the poor, 
He takes the needy from the door, 
And makes them company for kings. 


When childleſs families deſpair, — 
He ſends the bleſſing of an heir 
To reſcue their expiring name:. 
The mother with a thankful voice 
Proclaims his praiſes and her joys: 
Let every age advance his fame. 


PSALM CXIV. Verſified. 
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HEN U-ael, freed from Pharao/'s hand, 
Left the proud tyrant and his land ; 
The tribes with chearful homage own 


Their king, and Judab was his throne, | 


Acroſs the deep their journey lay, 
The deep divides to make them way; 
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The ſtreams of Jordan ſaw, and fled, 
With backward current to their head. 


The mountains ſhook like frighted ſheep, 
Like lambs the little hillocks leap ; 

Not Sinai on her baſe could ſtand, 

Conſcious of ſov'reign pow'r at hand. 


What pow'r could make the deep divide? 
Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 

Why did ye leap, ye little hills ? F 
And whence the fright that Sinai feels? 


Let ev'ry mountain, ev'ty food 

Retire, and know th'approaching God ; 
The king of //-ae/: See him here; 
Tremble thou earth, adore and fear. 


He thunders, and all nature mourns; 
Ihe rocks to ſtanding pools he turns: 
Flints ſprine with fountains at his word, 
And fires and ſeas confeſs the Lord, 


C . 


——__ 


— — —— 
— ee 


PART of PSALM CXV. 


T OT to ourſelves, who are but duſt, 
N Not to ourſelves is glory due, 
:ternal God, thou only juſt, 
Thou only gracious, wiſe and true. 


Shine forth in all thy dreadful name ; 
Why ſhould a heathen's haughty tongue 
In ſult us, and to raiſe our ſhame, 


| Say, © Where's the God you ve ſerv'd /o ws - 
Ce 
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The God we ſerve maintains his throne 
ig Above the clouds, beyond the {kies, 
Through all the earth his will is done, 
He knows our groans, he hears our cries. 


But the vain idols they adore 

Are ſenſeleſs ſhapes of ſtone and wood; 
At beſt a maſs of glitt'ring ore, 

A ſilver ſaint, or golden god. 


[With eyes and ears, they carve their head; 
Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind; 
In vain are coltly offerings made, 
And vows are ſcatter'd in the wind, 


Their feet were never made to move, 
Nor hands to ſave when mortals pray; 
Mortals that pay them fear or love, 
Seem to be blind and deaf as they.]J |}; 


O. Iſrael, make ins Low. wy. h6pe;. 

Thy help, thy refuge, and thy reſt;. 
The Lord ſhall build thy ruins up, 

And bleſs the people and the prieſt. 


The dead no more can ſpeak thy praiſe, ' 
They dwell in filence and the grave; 
But we ſhall live to ſing thy grace, 
And tell the world thy pow'r to ſave. 
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The ſtreams of Jordan ſaw, and fled, 
With backward current to their head. 


The mountains ſhook like frighted ſheep, 
Like lambs the little hillocks leap; 
Not Sinai on her baſe could ſtand, 


Conſcious of ſov'reign pow'r at hand, 


What pow'r could make the deep divide? 
Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 
Why did ye leap, ye little hills ? 
And whence the fright that Sinai feels? 


Let ev'ry mountain, ev'ty food 

Retire, and know th'approaching God ; 
The king of ae]: See him here; 
Tremble thou earth, adore and fear. 


He thynders, and all nature mourns ; _ 
The rocks to ſtanding pools he turns; 
Flints ſprino with fountains at his word, 
And fires and ſeay confeſs the Lord. 
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PART of PSALM CXV. 


O T to ourſelves, who are but duſt, 
Not to ourſelves is glory due, 
Eternal God, thou only juſt, 
Thou only gracious, wiſe and true. 


Shine forth in all thy dreadful name ; 
Why ſhould a heathen's haughty tongue 
In ſult us, and to raiſe our ſhame, 
Say, Where's the God you've ferv'd fo 1 
S 


1 


The God we ſerve maintains his throne 
Above the clouds, beyond the ſkies, 
Through all the earth his will is done, 
He knows our groans, he hears our cries. 


But the vain idols they adore 

Are ſenſeleſs ſhapes of ſtone and wood; 
At beſt a maſs of glitt' ring ore, 

A ſilver ſaint, or golden god. 


[With eyes and ears, they carve their head; 
Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind; 
In vain are coltly offerings made, 
And vows are. ſcatter'd in the wind. 


Their feet were never made to move, 
Nor hands to ſave when mortals pray; 
Mortals that pay them fear or love, 
Seem to be blind and deaf as they. 


O. Aael, make ink Low. ty. hope; 
Thy help, thy refuge, and thy reſt; 

The Lord ſhall build thy ruins up, 
And bleſs the people and the prieft. 


The dead no more can ſpeak thy praiſe, ' 
They dwell in filence and the grave ; 

But we ſhall live to ſing thy grace, 

And tell the world thy pow'r to ſave. 


PART of PSALM. CXVI. 


And pity'd every groan ; 
ng as I live, when troubles riſe, 
III haſten to his throne. 


I Love the Lord : he heard my eries,? 
0 


J love the Lord: he bow'd his ear, 
And chas'd my griefs away: 

O let my heart no more deſpair, 
While 1 have breath to pray ! 


My fleſh declin'd, my ſpirits fell, 
And I drew near the dead, © 

While inward pangs and fears of hell 
Perplex d my 1 A head, 


« My. God, I ay 'd, thy ſervant ſaves. i 
“Thou ever good and juſt ; 2 

Thy power can reſcue from the grave, 
"7 Thy power is all my truſt,” 


The Lond beheld me ſore — 
He bid my pains remove: 

Return, my ſoul, to God thy reſt, 
For thou haſt known his love. 


My God hath ſav'd my ſoul from death, 
And dry'd my falling tears: 


Now to his praiſe 11] ſpend my breath, 


And my remaining years, 
PSALM 


PSALM CXVII. 


H name, Almighty Lord, 
Shall ſound through diſtant lands : . 


Great is thy grace, and ſure thy word: 
Thy truth for ever ſtands, 


Far be thine honour ſpread, 
And long thy praiſe endure, 

Till morning light and evening ſhade . 
Shall be exchang'd no more. 
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PS ALM CXVIII. By Dr. Wooprosp. 


O God's Almighty name ſing praiſe, 

And you, who know how good he is, 
Reſign to him, what's truly his, 

And arches of his own great mercies raiſe ! 
For like his word they have been ſure, 
And to eternity endure ! 


I/-a'l, the great Jehovah's choice, 

Who all his fearful works have ſeen, 
Who his great care have always been, 
Let el now confeſs with thankful voice, 
His mercies have been ever ſure, 

And to eternity endure ! | 
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Jet thoſe, who by their place attend, 
And at his altar daily wait, | 
Their own experiences relate, 

Sing as they ſee the ſacred flame aſcend, 
His mercies have been ever ſure, 
And to eternity endure, 


And to advance the bleſſed king, 
Let all the righteous with them join, 
And in a ſervice thus divine, 

Bear their part too, and in the chorus ſing, 
His merc ies have been ever ſure, 


And to eternity endure 


To God on high for help I cry'd, 

Who from his temple anſwer'd me, 

Both heard my pray'rs and ſet me free, 
The Lord of hoſts himſelf was on my fide; 

I will not fear what man can do, 

Since I've a God to flee unto. 


With thoſe, who help'd me, he was ſeen, 

His preſence brought my greateſt aid, 

Nothing ſhall make me now afraid, 2 
He'll be my ſword, who has my buckler been : 

And when my foes ſhall be o erthrown, 

I'll boaſt of what his hand has done. 


Thoſe, who their care on God do caſt, 

And know no other will but- his, 

Of ſure recruits ſhall .never miſs, N 
But as a rock, i'th' midſt of ſtorms, ſtand faſt; 

On God *'tis more ſecure to truſt, 

Than man, who muſt return to duſt. 


He 
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He never yet did any fail, 

Moft ſure, when moſt rely'd upon; 

And though his pow'r ſubſcribes to none, 
He lets weak prayers o'er heaven, and him prevail, 

On God 'tis more ſecure to truſt, 

Than princes, who muſt turn to duſt. 


Let barb'rous-nations girt me round, 
And for my ruin all engage, | 
My truſt is plac'd above their rage, 
And ſtands unſhaken on the higher ground; 
For on the Lord of Hoſts I'll call, 
And in his name deſtroy them all. 


Round let them compaſs me, and'round, . 
Ard for my ruin all engage, 
My truſt is plac'd above their rage, 

And ſtands unſhaken, on the higher ground; 
For on the Lord of Hoſts Ill call, | 
And in his name deſtroy them all. 


Let them like bees about me ſwarm, 
And all to be my death engage, 

Like fire in thornes or ſtubble rage, 
My head ſhall be defended by this charm. 
For on the Lord of Hoſts I'll call, 

And in his name deſtroy them all. 


The bloody man thruſt at me hard, 
And hop'd at length to ſee me fall, 
But when TI on the Lord did call, | 
That 3 death to him, which me had 
ard: | ; 
God, r my ſtrength, ſhall be my ſong, 
And whom I call'd, I'Il reſt upon. 
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The voice of triumph, and of praife, 

The juſt man's mouth does ever fill, 

His voice is like his trumpet ſhrill, | 
When up to heav'n thy vict'ries he does raiſe * 
"T was thou the conqueſt didſt obtain, 

And thy right-hand the day did gain. 


The Eord's right-hand did mighty things, 
No pow'r before his pow'r could ſtand ; 
For when he made bare. bis right hand, 
Armies before him fled, and potent kings ; 
"I'was that the conqueſt did obtain, 
And his right-hand the day did gain. 


Empty thy quiver, death, elſewhere, 
Begone, and pierce ſome ſofter heart, 
For I defy thy ſharpeſt dart, 

Am both above thy malice, and thy fear ! 
I know I ſhall not die, but live, 
And praiſe him, who my life did give. 


Low as the duſt I was brought down, 
To the dark ſuburbs of the grave, 
But he was pleas'd my life to ſave, 
And what he up had rais'd, my head did crown: 
Open the gates of righteouſneſs, 
For, lo, I am return'd in peace ! 


Bleſt gates of the divine abode, 

Which to the holy place let in, 

Where all the juſt their off' rings bring, 
And haſt into the preſence of their God: 

There, Lord, I'll praiſes ſing to thee, 

For thou haſt bow'd thine ear to me. 


E 


The ſtone the builders did refuſe, 
Had often try d, oft thrown away, a 
Is now the mighty fabricks ſtay, 

God choſe it for the nobleſt place, and uſe; 
This is his doing, and when thus 
God builds, his work is marvellous. 


This is the day, which he has made, 
Hoſannas now befit our voice; 
Come, let us in our God rejoice, 

And in the day which he has made, be glad ! 
That he proſperity may ſend, . 
And to our troubles put an end. 


Sacred ambaſſador of God, | 

Who hither in his name doſt come; 

We in his temple make thee room,, 
And bleſs our king from his divine abode! 

He is our Saviour, come away ! 

The victims at the altar ſtay. 


Bind them with cords, and tie them faſt; 
To th'altar's horns, and make them bleed, 
Then let the flame upon them feed, 

And in thick clouds to heav'n aſcend at laſt! 
My God I will ſing praiſe to thee, : 
Who art my God, and ſong ſhalt be.. - 


To God's Almighty name ſing praiſe, 
And you, who know how good he is, 
Reſign to him, what's truly his, 

And arches of his own great mercies raiſe ! 
For like his word they have been ſure, 


And to eternity, endure ! jon 


HYMN 
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HYMN from PSALM CXIX. Verſe 54. 


By Mrs. TOL LE r. 


T= fatutes have been my ſongs in the houſe of 
| my pilgr mage . 


_ . — — — — — - 
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HIL E on the melancholy way, 
That journey of a winter's day, 
Of human life, I paſs along, 
Ji Wherever, as my wand'ring . 
* I bend my weary head to reſt, 
4 Thy laws, O Lord ! have been my ſong. 
1 Though all the horrid ſhapes of fear, 
Of danger and of death are near, 

Yet I perceive thee at my fide: 
Though ſhades of genuine night profound: 
Enwrap my wretched head around, 
| Thy hand alone ſhall be my guide. 

[ Though here the ſnares of faithleſs foes, 
3 There torrents of involving woes, 
And there extend the jaws of hell!: 
Though tempeſts gather in the ſky; 
And wing'd with fate though arrows fly,. 
Thy preſence ſhall my tears expel. 
Though from the dreadful ſtorm to fly, 
No cave, nor hermitage is nigh ; 
| Where I in ſafety may retire : 
Yet, while I wander through the gloom: 
Of all my pilgrimage to come, $4, 
Thy ſtatutes ſhall. my voice inſpire. 


8 PCC ˙ 1 ] Ä; * — 
— mar — — 
— . l — 5 — 
2 7 - 2 12 es Fo es __ 
— 


— — — — 2 
1 ny * 


— EU ͥ——Skä Ä K—— *! 2 
* 


My 


20 
5 — 


2 
— 2 


> — 23 oa. a LY YEP COUNTERED. ae — wa <t 


2 = 
—  — 
2 — — —— 


( 159 ) 
My weary ſteps for ever tend 
Uncertain, to a certain end ; 

The ſpace is ſhort, the toil is long : 
And, though my voice is faint and weak, 
Yet ſhall my ſoul in filence ſpeak 

Of thee; the ſubject of my ſong. 


PART of PSALM CXIX. 


IO W ſhall the young ſecure their hearts, 


And guard their lives from ſin; 
Thy word the choiceſt rules imparts. 
To keep the conſcience clean, 


When once it enters to the mind, 
It ſpreads ſuch light abroad, 

The meaneſt ſouls inſtruction find, 
And raiſe their thoughts to God. 


Tis like the ſun, a heavenly light, 
That guides us all the day; 

And through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. 


The men that keep thy law with care, 
And meditate thy word, 

Grow wiſer than their teachers are, 
And better. know the Lord. 


Thy mou make me truly wiſe ;- 
I hate the finner's road: 

E hate my own vain thoughts that riſe, 
But love thy law, my God. 


[The- 
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[The ſtarry heavens thy rule obey, 
'Fhe earth maintains her place; 
And theſe thy ſervants night and day 

Thy {kill and power expreſs. 


But ſtill thy law and goſpel, Lord, 
| Have leſſons more divine: 
Not earth ſtands firmer than thy word, 
Not ſtars ſo nobly ſhine.] 


Thy word is everlaſting truth, 
How pure is every page 

That holy book ſhall guide our youth, 
And well ſupport our age, 


A PaRAPHRASE on Part of PSALM CXIX. 


LF RAREAT God of conſolation ! ſee 
What bitter cares my ſoul poſleſs ; 
In gracious pity ſet me free, | 
And ev'ry rifing grief ſuppreſs. 


My ſoul for thy ſalvation faints ; 
A dim ſuffuſion veils my eyes : 
When wilt thou anſwer my complaints, 
Abſolve my guilt, and bid me riſe > 


Yet, let me not repining ſtand, 
Thy purpoſe ſanctifies thy rod; 
The gentle ſcourges of thy hand, 
Sr M bring ine nearer to my God. 


Thi. 


OC. wh | 


This proves my comfort in diſtreſs, 

When joy declines and friendſhip low'rs, 
The pleafures of thy word increaſe, 

And quicken all my mental pow'ts. 


What leſs could mitigate my grief, 
Internal hope or joy ſupply ? - 
Depriv*d of that divine relief, 
Hope diſappears and comforts die. 


Thy diſpenſations I revere, 

And ev'ry anxious thought compoſe : 
Aſſur'd the diſcipline I bear, 

From thy paternal goodneſs flows. 


'Ere Tthad known affliction's ſchool, 
My treach'rous feet were led aſtray ;- 

But there I've-learnt a ſacred rule— — 
Thy word's a clue to guide my way. 


_——_—. 
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PSALM CXX. 


N paſt diſtreſs my God was near,. 
And anſwer'd my requeſt ; 
He then vouchſaf d to ſooth my care, 
And ſet my ſoul at reſt. 


Hear and redreſs my preſent wrongs. 
Thou ſov'reign prince of fate 

Withdraw me from opprobrious tongues, 
And lips that brezthe deceit. 


Will: 


(. wag } 


Will nothing leſs reſtrain your ſpleen, 
Ye fiery ſons of rage? 

Let bearded arrows, hot and keen, 
Your inſolence engage. 


Alas ! my golden hours of life 
Litigious tongues deſtroy : 

Unhappy lot where clam'rous ſtrife, 
Drowns ev'ry ſilent joy |! 


Long have I dwelt where diſcord reigns ; 
O might I quit the place, 
To range the unfrequented plains 


Or mazy wilderneſs 1- 


Peace (lovely, ſoft, conſoling gueſt !} 
Invites me to her charms, 

But when I urge it to the reſt, 
They've all recourſe to arms. 


— — — error 


PSALM CXXL. 


{ * to the hills J lift mine eyes, 
Th'eternal hills beyond the ſkies; 
Thence all her help my ſoul derives ; 


There my almighty refuge lives. 


He lives; the everlaſting God, | 
That built the world, that ſpread the flood; 
The heav'ns, with all their hoſts he made, 
And the dark regions of the dead. 


He. 
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He guides our feet, he guards our way; 
His morning ſmiles bleſs all the day : 
He ſpreads the ev'ning veil, and keeps 
The ſilent hours while MVael ſleeps. 


1/ra:l, a name divinely bleſt, 
May riſe ſecure, ſecurely reſt ; 
Thy holy guardian's wakeful eyes 
Admit no {lumber nor ſurprize. 


No ſun ſhall ſmite thy head by day, * 
Nor the pale moon with ſickly ray 

Shall blaſt thy couch; no baleful ſtar 

Dart his malignant fire ſo far. 


Should earth and hell with malice burn, 
Still thou ſhalt go, and ſtill return 

Safe in the Lord ! his heav'nly care 
Defends thy life from ev'ry ſnare, 
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And in thy laſt departing hour 
Angels that trace the airy road, 
Shall bear thee homeward to thy God. 
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PSALM CXXII. By King JAMES. 


Lift mine eyes to thee, O thou 
That doſt the heavens command: 

As ſervants (lo) with watchful eyes 

Do mark their maſter's hand. 
Or as a maid doth of her dame. 

The hand attend: even thus 
We wait the Lord our God, till he 

Have mercy upon us, 

Have 


LC on } 


Will nothing leſs reſtrain your ſpleen, 
Ye hery ſons of rage? 

Let bearded arrows, hot and keen, 
Your inſolence engage. 


Alas ! my golden hours of life 
Litigious tongues deſtroy ; —— 

Unhappy lot where clam'rous ſtrife, 
Drowns ey'ry ſilent joy! 


Long have I dwelt where diſcord reigns ; 
O might I quit the place, 
To range the unfrequented plains 


Or mazy wilderneſs 1. 


Peace (lovely, ſoft, conſoling gueſt !} 
Invites me to her charms, 


But when I urge it to the reſt, 
They've all recourſe to arms. 


PSALM CXXL 


P to the hills J lift mine eyes, 
| Th'eternal hills beyond the ſkies; 
Thence all her help my ſoul derives ; 
There my almighty refuge lives. 


He lives; the everlaſting God, | 
That built the world, that ſpread the flood; 
The heav'ns, with all their hoſts he made, 
And the dark regions of the dead. 


He. 
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He guides our feet, he guards our way; 
His morning ſmiles bleſs all the day : 
He ſpreads the ev'ning veil, and keeps 
The ſilent hours while {7ael ſleeps. 


1ſraz!l, a name divinely bleſt, 
May rife ſecure, ſecurely reſt ; 
Thy holy guardian's wakeful eyes 
Admit no {lumber nor ſurprize. 


No ſun ſhall ſmite thy head by day, * 
Nor the pale moon with fickly ray 

Shall blaſt thy couch ; no baleful ſtar 

Dart his malignant fire ſo far. 


Should earth and hell with malice burn, 
Still thou ſhalt go, and ſtill rerarn 
Safe in the Lord! his heav'nly care 
Defends thy life from ev ry ſnare, 
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And in thy laſt departing hour 
Angels that trace the airy road, 
Shall bear thee homeward to thy God. 


; 
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PSALM CXXUI. By Kivg JAMES. 


Lift mine eyes to thee, O thou 
That doſt the heavens command: 
As ſervants (lo) with watchful eyes 
Do mark their maſter's hand. 
Or as a maid doth of her dame. 
The hand attend: even thus 
We wait the Lord our God, till he 


Have mercy upon us, 
| Have 


( 164 ) 


Have mercy, Lord, have mercy, Lord, 
On us, who thee obey : ee 
We ſuffered have abundantly, 
To baſe contempt a prey. 
Our foul is charg'd by them with ſcorn 
Who at their eaſe abide : 
And with the inſolent contempt 
Of them that ſwell with pride. 


PSALM CXXII, 


Thou whoſe grace and juſtice reign . 
Enthron'd above the ſkies, ; 
To thee our hearts would tell their pain, 
To thee we lift our eyes. 


As ſervants watch their maſter's hand, 
And fear the angry ſtroke! NE 

Or maids before their miſtreſs ſtand, 
And wait a peaceful look : 


So for our ſins we juſtly feel 

— Thy diſcipline, O God; 
Vet wait the gracious moment ſtill, 
Till thou remove thy rod. 


Thoſe that in wealth and pleaſure live, 
Our daily groans deride, 

And thy delays of mercy give 
Freſh courage to their pride, 


Our 
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DODiur foes. inſult us, but our hope 
In thy compaſſion lies; 

This thought ſhall bear our ſpirits up, 
That God will not deſpiſe. 


PSALM CXXIV. By Sir Joan Denman, | 
a AD not the Lord maintain'd our ſide, 
With joy might /-ae/ cry; 
When us our enemies defy'd, 
Had not the Lord flood by : 
We had been ſwallow'd quick, their blood 
Such flames of rage did warm: 
Our ſouls ore helm d with th' roaring flood, 
Had perifh'd in the ſtorm, 


Bleſt be the Lord, who would not let 
Our lives become their prey: 

As birds, which from the towler's net 

— Eſcaping, fly away, 

My ſoul through their diſorder d bands, 
Has made a fair eſcape. 

Our help is-from the. Lord, whoſe hands 
Gave heaven and earth their ſhape. 
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PSALM CXXVI. By King JAMES. | 


HEN that the Lord from bondage back 
His $0 did reclaim .__ 
We in an extaſy entranc'd, 


Were like to them that dream. 


Then 


ä 
Then laughter fill'd our mouth with joy, 
Our tongues were ſinging glad: 27, 
The Lord for them hath done great things, 
The heathens wond'ring ſaid. 


The Lord, he who moſt mighty is, 
Hath done for us great things : 
And whilſt contemplating the cl 
From thence our gladneſs ſprings. 
Lord, bring our captives back again 
A multitude that grow : | 
Like mighty floods, that from the South 
Along the lands do flow. 


To them, that firſt in ſorrow's ground 
Did ſow, with bitter tears ; | 

A happy harveſt, rich in joy, 
Of comfort plenty bears. 

He that doch weeping firſt go forth, 
And carrieth precious ſeed ; _ 

Shall doubtl: ſs come again with joy, 
And ſheaves to ſerve his need. 


PSALM CXXVIII. By Sir Joun Denman. 


LEST is the man who God does fear, 
B And in his ways his courſe does ſteer : 
e with content ſhall ſafely eat 
The fruits of his induſtrious ſweat. 


His wife a fruitful vine ſhall be; 

Like plants of the fair olive-tree, 

Children his table ſhall ſurround : 

Who fears God thus, with bliſs is crown'd. 


Bleſt 


— 


leſt 
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Bleſt out of Sion he ſhall be, 

Good in Jeruſalem ſhall ſee ; 

To childrens children ſhall increaſe, 
And //-ae/ ſhall behold in peace. 


G En LIP CI "any 


PSALM CXXX. 


I 


| UT of the deep of ſad diſtreſs, 
The gloomy mazes of deſpair, 
To heav'n I raiſe my warm addreſs — 
Deign O my God | to hear my pray'r. 
O let thine ear indulge my grief 
For thy indulgenceis relie 


II 


Should'ſ thou, O God, minutely ſcan 


Our faults, and as ſeverely chide, 
No mortal ſeed of ſinful man 


Could ſuch a ſcrutiny abide. 
But mercy ſhines in all thy ways; 
Bright theme of univerſal praiſe! 


III. 


With longing eyes I ſeek the Lord, 
Before his throne my ſoul attends, 
Firmly on his eternal word 
My hope is fix'd, my faith depends. 
Before the dawn my ſoul ſhall riſe 
In contemplation to the ſkies, 


IV. 


IV. 


Le pious minds on God rely; 
With fall aſſurance in him truſt: 
He ſends redemption from on high, 
And ſooths your penitential duſt. 
Who will abſolve his exil'd heirs 
From all their guilt, and all their cares. 


—— — 
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PSALM CXXX. By Mr. Danze. 


D URIED in darkneſs, and oppreſt with care, 

_UD To thee, my gracious God, I bend in pray'r ; 
Nor pray'rs, nor ſighs can jealous Saul aſſuage, 
Save me, oh ſave me from the tyrant's rage! 
Friends I have none to take my injur'd part, 

And ſure no ſoul like mine can plead deſert ; 

If merit muſt my interceſſor be, Mo 

Vain are my wretched hopes, and loſt-in thee, 


Ah no! in ſuch a light I-ne'er muſt ſhine, 
Let others claim deſert, let ſhame be mine; 
For oh ! ſhould'ſt thou inſpect the inward, part, 
And nicely weigh each failing of the heart, 
Should'ſt thou our vain and idle actions ſcan, 
And let thy rig'rous juſtice looſe on man, 

The pureſt mind can no perfection boaſt, 
And ev'n the whiteſt innocence is loſt. 


But ſee, thy tender mercy intervenes, ; 
Covers our failings, and our follies ſcreens; 4 
Mercy and pity in thy boſom move, 

And all thy Godhead ſtands confeſt in love, L 
. ove 
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Love, wond'rous love, the fav'rite of thy breaſt, 


Love felt by all too great to be expreſt. 
Come, mighty God, and take thy ſervant's part, 

Come, mighty God, and triumph o'er my heart; 

Seize, take it all, and let the wand'rer be 

Cloſe knit in ſweeteſt bonds to truth and thee: 

Not ſo thy prieſts which in the temple pray, 

Watch for the early bluſh of riſing day, 

As my ſoul pants and ſtruggles to be free, 

Full of thy wiſh'd approach, and full of thee. 

Come, mighcy God, and take my injur'd part, 

Oh come, and reign for ever in my heart. 


Oh 7-4'/ mourn, like me, your conduct paſt, 
Implore his pardon, and his bounty taſte ; 
All- gracious is the God in whom we truſt, 
Mild, and forgiving, merciful, and juſt ; 
His arm will ſtrike this grand oppreſſor down, 
Confirm our Mael, and ſecure the crown; 
Thea hoſtile rage, and jealouſies ſhall ceaſe, 
And the glad land ſhall taſte the ſweets of peace. 
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ODE on PSALM CXXX, By Mrs. Toilet. 


I 


\ R OM the profound abyſs below 
Beneath the vaulted baſe of earth, 

Beneath where vegetables take their birth, 
Beneath where gems and rip'ning metals glow : 

Beneath thoſe-caverns which abide | 
Th'inceſſant preſſure of the rolling tide, 

Beneath the magazines which keep 
Th'exhauſtleſs treaſures of = wat ry deep; 


— 
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I raiſe my humble voice, and try, 
85 Though I ſo low and he ſo high, 
To reach the ſtarry manſions of the deity. 


II. 


My humble voice with mild attention hear 


I ſee, I ſee the dreadful day, 
What mortal eye the view can bear ? 
When juſtice, rob'd in terrible array, 
Shall all the world to thy tribunal call: 
When men ſhall ſeek their guilty heads to hide 
Cruſh'd by the mountain's mould'ring fide-; 
Or bury'd in the ruins of the univerſal ball, 
Till mercy from the ſky deſcends ; 
Divineſt attribute of power! 
-In air the flaming ſword ſuſpends ; 


And bids it rage no more, no more devour, 


Divineſt attribute ! which does maintain 
The ſacred awe of thy eternal reign. 


III. 


My ſoul ſecure attends the Lord; 
Repos'd on his irrevocable word: 
With early hymns ſhe wakes the riſing day; 
Wich earlier vigilance than they 
Who from the turret watch the dawning light, 
Emerging from the ſhades of night. 
Ye ſons of //-ael! ye who trace 
Your hallow'd lineage from the patriarch's race 
With ſtedfaſt hope your gracious Lord adore : 
For know, that 1n the inexhauſted ſtore 
Of certain fate your great redeemer lies. 
When future time and certain fate 
The deſtin'd period ſhall complete, 
Himſelf the Lord ſhall this redeemer riſe. 
No triumphs equal to the deed, 
Though from /Zgyptian bondage freed, 


Can 
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Can be compar'd to what remain; . 
When he of guilt ſhall break the chain, | 
And give us liberty again. 1 


PSALM CXXXI. By Mrs. ToLLE r. 


Betray d in haughty airs: 
r I, above my proper ſphere 
Converſe in great affairs. 


1 D ! no ambitious mind I bear, 
0 


But mildly I myſelf demean d; 


And angry thoughts ſuppreſs d: 

As when an infant newly wean'd, 
Forgets his mother's breaſt. 

Ev'n like that weanling babe my mind 
Is ſoon compos'd to peace : 

To God be //-ae/s hope reſign'd, 
From now till time ſhall ceaſe, 


— 


PSALM CXXXIH, By Mrs, Torr zx. 
I 


7 HAT joy when brethren dwell combin'd 


In pious unity of mind! 


Tis like the ſacred unction ſhed 
On Aaron's venerable head: 
When bath'd in fragrancy reſpire 
His rev'rend beard and rich attire. 


Iz 
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IT. 
Like dews which trickling from the ſky 
In pearly globes on Hermon lye ; 
Or balmy vapours which diſtil 
On Sion's conſecrated hill. 
For there the Lord his bleſſing plac'd; 
And theſe with life eternal grac'd. 


PSALM CXXXIV. 


E that obey th'immortal King, 
Attend his holy place ; 
Bow to the glories of his power, 
And. bleſs his wond'rous grace. 


Lift up your hands by morning-light, 
And ſend your ſouls on high; wy” 

Raiſe your admiring thoughts by night 
Above the ſtarry {ky. 


The God of Zion chears our hearts 
With rays of quick'ning grace; 
The God that ſpreads the heavens abroad, 
And rules the ſwelling ſeas. 


. 


PSALM CXXXV. By Mr. 84 M D vs. 


You, who ephods wear and incenſe fling 


| | On ſacred flames, Jehovah's > ſing. 


You, who his temple guard, O celebrate 
His glorious name; his noble acts relate. 


How 
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How great a joy with ſuch ſincere delight. 
To crown the day, and entertain the night ! 
For 1/rael is his choice; and Jacob's race 
His treaſure, and the object of his grace. 
In power how infinite ! how much before 
Thoſe mortal gods, whom frantic men adore ! 
All on his will depend ; all homage owe, 
In heaven, in earth, and in the depths below. 
At his command exhaled vapors rite, 
And in condenſed clouds obſcure the ſkies. 
From thence, in ſhow'rs he horrid light'ning flings 
And from their caves the ſtruggling tempeſts brings. 
He the firſt-born of men and cattle ſlew ; 
Freſh ſtreams of blood the towns and plains imbrew. 
Th'inhabitants that drink of Nils flood, | 
At his confounding wonders trembling ſtood. 


Great princes, who excell'd in fortitude, 

And mighty nations by his power ſubdu'd. 

Strong Sihon, whom the Amorites obey d; 
And ſtrenuous Og, who Baſban's ſceptre ſway'd ; 
With all the kingdoms of the Canaanites, 
Who to the conquerors reſign their rights; 
To whom he their diſmantled cities grants, 
And in thoſe fruitful fields his Hebreaus plants. 
'Thy name ſhall laſt unto eternity ; 
And thy immortal fame ſhall never die. 
Thou doſt thy ſervant pardon and protect; 
Advance the humble, and the proud deject. 
Thoſe helpleſs gods, ador'd in foreign lands, 
Are gold and Alper; wrought by human hands 
Blind eyes have they, leaf ears, ſtill filent tongues : 
Nor breath exhale from their unactive lungs. 

Who made, reſemble them ; and ſuch are thoſe, 
Who in ſuch ſcnſeleſs ſtocks their hopes repoſe. 
O praiſe the Lord, you who from /-ael ſpring ; 

His praiſes, O you ſons of Aaron, ſing : 

; Ty You 
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You of the houſe of Levi praiſe his name: 
All you who God adore, his praiſe proclaim, 
From Sion praiſe the only good and great; 
Who in Jeruſalem hath fixt his ſeat. 


PSALM CXXXVI. By Sir Joun Dexnam. 


I'VE thanks to God, the Holy One; 
Give thanks to God who reigns alone : 
His mercy is fer ever ſure, 


Aud hall from age to age endure. 


Give thanks to God, of kings the king, 
From whom great wonders only ſpring : 
its mercy is for ever ſure, 


And ſpall from age to age endure. 


The heav'ns his pow'r and wiſdom made; 
Out of the deep the earth he weigh'd, 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And ſhall from age to age endure. 


He form'd the ſun, whoſe beams ſurvey 
'The world ; and did create the day : 

His mercy is for ever ſure, 

And ſhall from age to age endure. 


The moon, with her attending train 
Of meaner lights, o'er night to reign. 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 
And ſhall from age to age endure, 


He the firſt-born of Egypt ſmote, 
4nd from among them //rae/ brought: 


His 


n Tens con ut non. 
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His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And fhall from age to age endure. 


By his ſtrong arm and mighty hand; 
The waves like walls divided ſtand : 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And fhall from age to age endure. 


1/-ael paſt ſafe on the firm ground, 

While Pharaoh and his hoſts were drown'd: 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 

And fhall from age to age endure. 


God through the deſart ae led; 
Kings, who oppos'd them, fell, or fled :. 
His mercy is for - ever ſure, 


And ſhall from age to age endure, 


He Sion king of th' Amorites, 
And Og the king of Baſhaz ſmites: 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And ſhall from age to age endure.. 


Their heritage to 1/ae/, 
As their own patrimony, fell ; 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And ſhall from age to age endure, 


When we were loſt in low eſteem, 
His ſaving hand did us redeem :: 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And ſhall from age to age endure, 


All creatures on his bounty live, 
Therefore to him all praiſes give: 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 
And ſhall from age to age endure, 
I 4 Give 
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Give thanks to God the Holy One, 
To God who reigns in heaven alone: 
His mercy is for ever ſure, 


And ſpall from age to age endure. 


PSALM CXXXVII, By Sir PRILIT Sipxey, 


| I. | 
I G H ſeated where the river flows, 
That wat'reth Babel's thankful plain, 

Which then our tears, in pearled rows, 

Did help to water with the rain : 
The thought of Sion bred ſuch woes, 

That though our harps we did retain, 

Yet uſeleſs and untouched there, 


On willows only hang'd they were. 


| —_ 
Now while our harps were hanged ſo, 
The men whoſe captives then we lay, 


Did on our griefs inſulting go, 


And more to grieve us thus did fay ; 
You that of muſic make ſuch ſhew, 
Come ſing us now a Sion's lay: 
Oh no! we have no voice nor hand 
For ſuch a ſong in ſuch a land. 


III. 


Though far I be, ſweet Sion hill, 


In foreign ſoil exil'd from thee, 
Yet let my hand forget his ſkill, 
If ever thou forgotten be ; 
And let my tongue faſt glewed ſtill 
Unto my roof, lie mute in me; 


If 
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If thy * within me ſpring, 
t 


Or ought J do, but Salem ſing, 


IV. 

But thou, O Lord, ſhalt not forget 

To quit the pains of Edom's race, 
Who cauſeleſsly, yet hotly ſet 

Thy holy city to deface; 
Did thus the bloody victors whet, 

What time they enter'd firſt the place, 

„% Down, down with it at any hand, 


« Make all a waſte, let nothing ſtand. 


V. 
And Babylon, that didſt us waſte, 
Thyſelf ſhalt one day waſted be: 
And happy he, who what thou haſt 
Unto us done, ſhall do to thee ; 
Like bitterneſs ſhall make thee taſte, 
Like woful objects make thee ſee : 
Yea, happy who thy little ones 
Shall take and daſh againſt the ſtones. 


ODE on PSALM CXXXVIL. 
By Mrs. To L TLET. 


3 

ESI D E where fam'd Euphrates flows, 

B Thy dear remembrance urg'd our woes; 
ee Solyma ! our tears deplore, 
The great! the glorious ! now no more: 
Our filent harp, untun'd, unſtrung, 
Upon the hoary willows hung. 
I's II. 
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II. 
Our haughty lords, inſulting throng, 
In barb'rous mirth demand a ſong : 
Such tuneful airs, melodious ſtrains, 
As ill agree with ſervile chains; 
Such ſongs as us d of old to ſound, 
O'er Son's courts and hallow'd ground. 


IIT. 
And can we then, celeſtial King ! 
Thy hymns in hateful exile ſing ! 


Thee, Sion if my thoughts forego, 


'Thy glories paſt, thy preſent woe, 
May then, with palſies numb'd and chill, 


My better hand forget her ſkill, | 


IV. 
O Solyma ! if ever part 
'Thy honour'd image from my heart, 
Fix'd to my palate may my tongue 
For ever motionleſs be hung : 
If any joy my boſom know 
Superior to ſo juſt a woe. 


V. 
O may celeſtial ire apace 
Involve Idume's cruel race! 
Think, Lord ! what they preſum'd to ſay, 
When Sion ſaw her lateſt day: 
They bade her levell'd pride confound ; 
And raze her turret to the ground, 


VI, 
Daughter of Babel doom'd to know 
The panung waſte of meager woe! 
O ! happy he who ſhall repay 
The vengeance of that fignal day : 
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And happy he by whom are thrown 
Thy infants on the rugged ſtone, 


PSALM CXXXIX. Imitated by Mr. BuackLock: 


E, O my God ! thy piercing eye, 
M In motion, or at reſt, ſurveys ;. 
If to the lonely couch I fly, 

Or travel through frequented ways; 
Where-e'er I move, thy boundleſs reign, 


Thy mighty preſence, circles all the ſcene. 


Where ſhall my thoughts from thee retire, 
Whoſe view — my inmoſt heart ! 
The latent, kindling, young deſire, 
The word, ere from my lips it part, 
To thee their various forms Afolay, 
And ſhine reveal'd in thy unclouded day. 


Behind me if I turn my eyes, | 
Or froward bend my wand'ring ſight, 
Whatever objects round me riſe | 
Through the wide fields of air and light; 
With thee impreſs'd, each various frame 


The forming, moving, preſent God proclaim, 


Father of all, omniſcient mind, 
Thy wiſdom who can comprehend ? 
Its higheſt point what eye can find, 
Or to its loweſt depths deſcend ? 
That wiſdom, which, 'ere things began, 
Saw full expreſt th all- comprehending plan 
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What cavern deep, what hill ſublime, 
Beyond thy reach, ſhall I purſue ? 
What dark receſs, what diſtant clime, 
Shall hide me from thy boundleſs view ? 
Where from thy ſpirit ſhalll I fly, 
Diffuſive, vital, felt through earth and ſky ? 


If up to heav'ns ætherial height, 
Thy proſpect to elude, I riſe ; 

In ſplendor there, ſeverely bright, 
Thy preſence ſhall my ſight ſurprize : 


There, beaming from their ſource divine, 


In full meridian, light and beauty ſhine. 


Beneath the pendent globe if laid, 

If plung'd in hell's abyſs profound, 
I call on night's impervious ſhade 

To ſpread eſſential blackneſs round; 
Conſpicuous to thy wide ſurvey, 
Ev'n hell's grim horrors kindle into day. 


Thee, mighty God ! my wond'ring ſoul, 
Thee, all her conſcious powers adore ; 
Whoſe being circumſcribes the whole, 
Whoſe eyes its utmoſt bounds explore: 
Alike illum'd by native light, 


Amid the ſun's full blaze, or gloom of night. 


If through the fields of æther borne, 
The living winds my flight ſuſtain; 
If on the roſy wings of morn, 
[ ſeek the diſtant weſtern main; 
There, O my God! thou till art found, 
Thy pow'r upholds me, and thy arms ſurround: 


Thy 
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Thy eſſence fills this breathing frame, 
It glows in ev'ry conſcious part ; 
Lights up my ſoul with livelier flame, 
And feeds with life my beating heart: 
Unfelt along my veins it glides, 


And through their mazes rolls the purple tides, 


While, in the filent womb inclos'd, 
A growing embryo yet 1 lay, 

Thy hand my various parts dispos'd, 
Thy breath infus'd life's genial ray; 

Till, finiſh'd by thy wondr'ous plan, 

I roſe the dread majeſtic form of man. 


To thee, from whom my being came, 
Whoſe ſmile is all the heav'n I know, 
Replete with all my wond'rous theme, 
To thee my votive ftrains ſhall flow: 
Great ARCHETYPE ! who firſt deſign'd, 
Expreflive of thy glory, human kind. 


Who can the ftars of heav'n explore, 
The flow'rs that deck the verdant plain, 
Th'unnumber'd ſands that form the ſhore, 
The drops that ſwell the ſpacious main ? 
Let him thy wonders publiſh round, 
Till earth and heav'n's throne reſound. 


As ſubterraneous flames confin'd, 
- From earth's dark womb impetuous riſe, 
The conflagration, fann'd by wind, 
Wraps realms, and blazes to the ſkies: 
In light'ning's flaſh, and thunder's roar, 
Thus vice ſhall feel the tempeſt of thy pow'r, 
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Fly then as far as pole from pole, 
Ye ſons of ſlaughter, quick retire ; 
At whoſe n. my kindling ſoul 
Awakes to unextinguiſh'd ire: 
Fly ; nor provoke the thunder's aim, 
You, who in ſcorn pronounce th'Almighty's name, 


The wretch, who dares thy pow'r defy, 
And on thy vengeance loudly call, 
On him not pity's melting eye, 
Nor partial favour e'er ſhall fall : 
Still ſhall thy foes be mine, fill ſhare. 
Unpity'd. torture, and unmixt deſpair. 


Behold, O God! behold me ſtand, 
And to thy ſtrict regard diſcloſe 

Whate'er was ated by my hand, | 
Whate er my inmoſt thoughts propoſe · 

If vice indulg'd their candour ſtain, 

Be all my portion bitterneſs and pain, 


But, O! if nature, weak and frail, 
To ſtrong temptations oft give way; 
If doubt, or paſſion, oft prevail 
O'er wand'ring reaſon's feeble ray : 
Let not thy frowns my fault reprove, 
But guide thy cxEATURE with a FarHER's love. 
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PSALM CXXXIX. 


| oe D, thou with an unnerring beam 
Surveyeſt all my pow'rs ; 

My riſing ſteps are watch'd by thee, 
By thee my reſting hours, 


My thoughts ſcarce ſtruggling into birth, 
Great God, are known to thee : 

Abroad, at home, {till I'm inclos'd 
With thine immenſity. 


To thee the labyrinths of life 
In open view appear; 

Nor ſteals a whiſper from my lips 
Without thy lining ear. 


Behind I glance, and thou art there ; 
Before me ſhines thy name ; 

And *tis thy ſtrong Almighty hand 
Suſtains my tender frame. 


Such knowledge mocks the vain eſſays 
Of my aſtoniſh'd mind, | 
Nor can my reaſon's ſoaring eye 
Its tow'ring ſummit find. 


Where from thy ſpirit ſhall I ſtretch 
The pinions of my flight ? 


Or where, through nature's ſpacious range, 


Shall I elude thy ſight 


Scal'd 
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Scal'd I the ſkies : the blaze Divine 
Would overwhelm my ſoul : 
Plung'd I to hell ; there I ſhould hear 

Eternal thunders roll. 


If on a morning's darting ray 
With matchleſs ſpeed J rode, 
And flew to the wild lonely ſhore, 

That bounds the ocean's flood ; 


Thither thine hand, All-preſent God, 
Muſt guide the wond'rous way, 

And thine omnipotence ſupport 
The fabrick of my clay, 


Should I involve myſelf around 
With clouds of tenfold night, 

'The clouds would ſhine like blazing noon 
Before thy piercing ſight. 


The darkneſs ſcatters at thine eye, 
And ſparkles into day, 

And light and ſhade alike appear 
To thy reſplendent ray. | 


Thine all-pervading knowledge ſtrikes 
Through nature's inmoſt gloom : 
And in thy circling arms I lay 
A ſlumb rer in the womb. 


Thee will I honour, for I ſtand 
A volume of thy {kill, 
Stupendous are thy works, and they 
My contemplations fill, 


(- 


Thine eye beheld me, when the ſpeck 
Of entity began, 

And o'ex my form, in darkneſs fram'd 
Thy rich embroid'ry ran. 


Th'unfaſhion'd maſs by thee was ſeen ; 
My ſtructure in thy book 

Was plann'd, before thy curious mould 
The future embryo took. 


How precious are the ſtreaming joys 
That from thy love deſcends, 

Would I rehearſe their numbers o'er, 

Where would their numbers end ? 


Not ocean's countleſs ſands exceed 
The bleſſings of the fhies ; 
With night's — ſnades they fall 
With morning ſplendors riſe. 
. ( 


But, Lord, thy keen revenging ſhafts 
Shall wound the ſtubborn heart, 

Far from my boſom, and my tent, 
Ye ſons of death depart. 


Againſt the Lord that rules the world 


See daring ſinners riſe, 


And, ſporting with his honours, breathe 
Defiance to the ſkies, 


Sheath'd in rebellious arms they ſtand, 
And hence my ſorrow flows ; 

They hate my God, they burſt his Lands, 

And hence my hatred glows, 
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J hate them; and a keener rage 
This breaſt did never know; 

And as they dare to combat heav'n 
I count them each my foe. 


Survey me, Lord, explore my heart, 
Diſcloſe the latent cauſe, 

And weigh the motives of my ſoul 
By thine impartial laws ; 
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And if the tranſports of my zeal 
From ſelfiſh ſprings have flow'd, 
Detect the guilt, and guide my ſteps. 

In thine eternal road 


Pazr of PSALM CXXXIX. | 
Imitated by H. Ds L I. 


God, whoſe all-exploring eye ſurveys 

My inmoſt thoughts, and all my ſecret ways: 
Who, from thy vaſt infnitade of pace, 
Can all my foul's moſt deep receſſes trace; 
Say ! from thy preſence whither ſhall I fly? 
On eagles wings ſhould I aſcend the ſky, 
Thy blaze divine would all my pow'rs controul, 
Aſtoniſh and o'erwhelm my raviſh'd ſoul: 
Or, ſhould I {eek telude thee with my flight 
In the black regions of eternal night, 
Thy omnipreſence ſtill. would there be found, 


In all the horrors of the vaſt profound: 


Through worlds unnumber'd ſhould I wing my way, 
Where night eternal reigns, or endleſs day; 


To 


Ys 
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To earth's remoteſt parts, or whezxe I will, 
Thy watchful providence ſurrounds me till, 


Before exiſtence from the woinb of night, 
Had call'd my riſing form to op'ning light, 
Thy piercing eye did ev'ry part ſurvey, 
And quicken'd into life the breathleſs clay ; 
Th'unfaſhion'd maſs, form'd by thy pow'r divine, 
Complete in beauty's excellence to ſhine. 
Thy ways, O God, whene'er my thoughts purſue, 
A thouſand wonders open to my view ; 
Such heights ſublime when I ſurvey, in vain 
I firive ſuch wond'rous knowledge to attain. 


When nature's glories all to duſt ſhall fade, 
To thee my grateful tribute ſhall be paid: 
While life exifts, to thee my voice [I'll raiſe ; 
Thy glorious name I will tor ever praiſe. 


ic. 
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PSALM CXLI. By Sir Thin DEN HAM. 
ORD, when I cry, make haſte to hear, 
And to my voice incline thy ear : 
o ſhall my prayer like incenſe riſe, 


My high-rais'd hands as ſacrifice, 


Lord, ſet upon my mouth a guard, 
And let its double door be barr'd. 
Let not my heart to fin incline, 
Nor let my hand in miſchief join. 


The ſinner's dainties I'll not ſhare : 

The juſt man's ſtrokes I'll meekly bear ; 

Though ſharply he my crimes reprove, 
J'll take it as a mark of love: 


( 188 ) 


This like a precious ointment ſhed, 

Will never bruiſe but heal my head: 
And if I find him in diſtreſs, 

My thanks and prayers ſhall him releaſe. 


His judges in a ftony place 

Falling, my counſels ſhall embrace. 

Our ſcatter'd bones, like wood that's cleft, 
At the grave's mouth expos'd are left. 


To thee my eyes, Lord, I direct, 
From thee alone relief expect: 

To thee my ſoul preſents her ſuit ; 
Lord, do not leave her deſtitute. 


O keep me from the treacherous ſnare, 
Which bloody hands for me prepare |! 
May their own nets themſelves intrap, 
While by thy favour I eſcape. 
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PSALM CXLII. 


T O God I raiſe my humble cry, 4 
To him unfold my mournful caſe; 


Proſtrate before his throne I lie, 
T'implore and ſupplicate his grace. 


While, plung'd in ſorrow, I endure 
Th'opprobrious taunts of ſcornful pride, 

How far my ſentiments are pure, 
Omniſcience, only, can decide. 


Around 
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Around I caſt my wiſkful eyes, 
Diftreſs'd, abandon'd, and forlorn, 
But to my grief a ſad ſurprize, 
Am anſwer'd with contempt and ſcorn. 


No kindly refuge or retreat 
Invites my fainting ſoul to reſt, 
No ſoft humanity I meet, 
No friendly comforts make me bleſt. 


Indulge, O God! my louder cry, 
Cheriſh my hope, and ſooth my fear; 
Thou art my ſov'reign bliſs on high, 
Be thou my biel and refuge .here. 


While I beneath affliction bow, 
To my pathetic ſuit attend, 

And let my perſecutors know 
Omnipotence is ſtill my friend. 


Inlarge my ſphere, and ſet me free 
* From priſon, bondage, guilt, and ſhame; 
Then ſhall the righteous join with me, 
Thy kind indulgence to proclaim. 


A ParaPHRASE on PSALM CXLIII: 


[ E AR, gracious Lord, my fervent prayer, 
Indulg e my humble cry : 
Thy truth — righteouſneſs declare, 
— on Om" 


And ſave me 
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Remit my guilt, nor call me forth 
In judgment to appear : 

Since none of all the tribes on earth 

Can in thy ſight be clear, 


The hand of unrelenting pow'r 
My happineſs invades : 
As men that long have been no more, 
I grovel in the ſhades. 


Hence potent grief and gloomy care, 


My inward peace deſtroy : 
The black intruſions of deſpair 
Cloud ev'ry glimpſe of joy. 


Vet, from the ſcenes of paſt diſtreſs 


Some comforts I derive ; 


The ancient wonders of thy grace 


My dying hopes revive. 


To thee I ſtretch my bald abroad, 
And raiſe my mental pow'rs; 

So thirſts the dry and parched clod 
For the refreſhing ſhow'rs. 


Hear, O my God! be quick to ſave; 
My vital ſtrength decays: 


Thy abſence ſinks me to the grave, 


And withers out my days. 


When balmy ſleep forſakes my head, 


Thy gracious aid impart.; 
Deſcribe the path I ought to tread, 
And fix it in my heart, 


191 ) | 

To thee my languid ſoul aſpires 
When threat'ning foes engage z 

Vouchſafe to ſecond my deſires, 
And diſconcert their rage. 


Teach me to execute thy will, 
My only ſov'reign guide! 
And bear me to thy ſacred hill, 
Where endleſs joys reſide. 


Quicken, O God ! and make me whole, 
Extinguiſh all deſpair ; 

Inlarge and extricate my ſoul, 
And diſſipate my care. 


Then, while thy goodneſs ſhall prolong 
The meaſure of my days, 


My gratcful ſoul ſhall prompt my tongue 
To celebrate thy praiſe. 


PSALM CXLII. By Mr. DaxiEL. 


Ouchſafe, my God, to lend a liſt'ning ear, 
Pity the exile, and regard my pray'r ; 
Let me thy ſweet, thy tender mercy find, 
And calm this dreadful tempeſt in my mind. 
I rage, I burn, I rave my ſon, my ſon 
(And do I live to tell it?) drives me on, 
From my own child this wretched flight accrues ; 
The aged parent flies, the ſon purſues ; 
Where ſhall I run? ah whither ſhall I flie? 
Where ſhall a wretched father reſt and die? 
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And yet — the fault is mine, my ſins I own, 
My hateful fins have pull'd this judgment down: 
From my loſt ſcepter I with juſtice fall. | 
Yes, I am ruin'd and deſerve it all ; 

Yet ao not, O my God, my failings ſcan, 
Remember I'm that poor weak creature man ; 
Prone to do ill, and ſinful at the beſt ; 

Nor can our brighteſt virtue ſtand thy teſt, 


Oh the ungrateful youth! eternal ſhame 
Covers my wretched age, and blaſts my name; 
Diſgrace, and foul diſhonour crown my brow, 
This deſart is my only empire now: 

He minds not, hears not, ſees not my diſtreſs, 
Or ſeeing would not wiſh my ſorrows leſs ; 
Alas ! he envies me this lonely cave, 

And this fell heart purſues me to the grave. 


Yet oh! in ſpight of all this dreadful ſcene, 
Methinks ſome glimm'ring comfort ſhines within ; 
Thy former mercies in my fancy roll, 

Croud to my thoughts, and brighten in my ſoul ; 
Fix'd with ſurprize, and motionleſs I ſtand, 
And count the various wonders of thy hand: 
When on the rugged bear I prov'd my-might, 
And dar'd the hungry lion to the fight ; 

Did not my Maker on my fide engage, 

When young in arms I ſcorn'd their utmoſt rage? 
On Dammin s plain when proud Goliab ſtood, 
Challeng'd our captains, and defy'd our God; 
Was not thy glorious arm my ſhield and bow, 
Thy glorious arm which laid the boaſter low ? 
Didft thou not oft the jealous Saul aſſuage, 

And kindly ſcreen thy ſervant from his rage ? 


Thou didſt, thou didſt; from thee my ſafety came, 


Gracious and good, and thou art ſtill the ſame; 


Alike 
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Alike thy mercy will for ever be, 
The ſame thy bounty and thy love to me. 


Come quickly to my aid, thou welcome gueſt, 
And gently lull my fainting ſoul to reſt ; 
My, fainting ſoul, like a dry thirſty land, 
Pant» for the cooling comfort of thy hand: 
Oh haſte thee, do not ſtop, make no delay, 
How preſſing is my danger! haſte away, 
Alas! no friend but thee can David boaſt, 
And if my God is abſent, I am loſt. 


How dreadful is the gloom ?—a murm'ring ſound 
Through all the trembling camp is heard around; 
We ſtart at ev'ry noiſe, and greatly fear, 

We ſtart, and think that 4b/a/om is near. 

O guard thy little flock this fearful night, 

And give our eyes to ſee returning light ; 

Let welcome news attend the morning ray, 

Smile on our wiſhes, and reſtore the day. 

The boy, th'ambi'ious boy comes thund'ring on, 
And in his eager fancy hunts me down ; 

He, and his rebels come, a num'rous band, 
Snatch me, oh ſnatch me from the traitor's hand : 
Where lies the road of ſafety, tell me where? 
For ſure deſtruction muſt attend me here: 

To a good God, my only hope, I flee, 
Hope which can ne'er be loſt when fix'd on thee. 


Oh think what wond'rous honour muſt enſue, 
When J/-ael ſees its ſafety ſprings from you; 

How ſhall their tongues expreſs the glorious flame, 
How will both king and people bleſs thy name ? 
Ariſe, great God, ariſe ! thy might diicloſe, 
And pour out all thy vengeance on our foes ; 

In loudeſt thunder let the traitors ſee 

That revels wage an 9 war with thee ; 


Thy 
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Thy miniſter I am, at thy command 

I took the ſcepter, and I rul'd the land; 

Thine is the cauſe in which our ſwords we draw, 
Thine is the cauſe of liberty and law : 

Where juſtice beſt appears, let conqueſt be, 

And ſtrengthen thou the arm which ſtrikes for thee. 


A PaRAPHRASE on PSALM CXLIV, 


| Eſcend, eternal God of might! 
While I invoke thy ſov'reign grace; 

Let mountains tremble at thy ſight, 

And heaven diſſolve before thy face 


From thy celeſtial throne ſurvey 
How ſtrangers perſecute my ſoul; 

Vouchſafe to bear me hence away, 
Nor let the torrent on me roll. 


1 Wiithdraw me from the ſervile croud. 

| Whoſe hands with wickedneſs abound ; 
| Whoſe mouth of vanity is loud, 

Whoſe clamours all my peace confound. 


Then ſhall the muſe ir ſongs divine 
Her utmoſt {kill and genius raiſe ; 
My voice and inſtrument ſhall join, 
Ihn grateful concert to thy praiſe. 


PART of PSALM CXLIV. 


ORD, what is man, poor feeble man, 
Born of the earth at firſt ? 
His life a ſhadow, light and vain, 
Still haſting to the duſt. 


O what is feeble dying man, 
Or any of his race, 


| That God ſhould make it his concern 
s Bl To viſit him with grace ! 


That God who darts his li htnings down, 
Who ſhakes the worlds Fore 

And mountains tremble at his frown, 
How wond'rous is his love ! 


PSALM CXLV. By Sir Joux Dexuam, 


O Lord, my God, my ſongs to thee „ 
Shall, like thyſelf, immortal be ! 2 
For ever ['ll thy praiſe expreſs, 

And every day thy name will bleſs. 


Great is the Lord, his praiſe no bounds 
Confine, no line his greatneſs ſounds. 
That generation which ſucceeds, 


PAR Shall learn from this thy mighty deeds: 


K 2 The 


0 


(61196) 


Phe honourof thy majeſty 
I'II fing, how wonderful ! how high! 
'The meaſures of thy grace who know ? 
Thy mercy's ſwift, thy anger ſlow. 


| Ober all, God's guardian merey ſtands, 

| His bounty falls from equal hands. 

| His wond'rous power his works proclaim, 
| For which the ſaints ſhall bleſs his name. 
| 


| God's majeſty, his power, the ſtate 
| Of his dominion, ſaints relate ; 


So large, ſo laſting, ſo renown'd, 
As neither place nor time ſhall bound. 
} Thy hand ſupports the drooping head ; 
{ Has'rais'd the low, the hungry fed. 
'The whole creation, men and beaſts, 
1 Attending thee, thy bounty feaſts. 


| Juſtice and truth thy ways ſecure ; 
| And, like thyſelf, thy works are pure, 
| To them that pray the Lord is near, 

1 To all who pray and are ſincere. 


i} Their ſuits he grants, their wants ſupplies, 
And ſaves them when he hears their cries. 
1 All this the righteous man enjoys, 

But the ungodly God deſtroys. 


li | My lips his ptaiſes ſhall proclaim, 
[ And all who live ſhall bleſs his name. 


HYMN 
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HYMN from PSALM CXLVI. 
By Mr. SowDEN. 
How bright thy bounties are 


ough nature's ample round they ſhine, 
Thy goodneſs to declare. 


| hte LGENT father! how divine f 


But in the nobler work of grace, 
What ſweeter mercy ſmiles, 

In my benign Redeemer's face, 
And ev'ry fear beguils ! 


Such wonders, Lord! while ſurvey, 
To thee my thanks ſhall rife, | 
When morning uſhers in the day, 
Or ey'ning veils the ſkies, 


When glimm'ring life reſigns its flame, 
Thy praiſe ſhall tune my breath ; 

The dear memorials of thy name 
Shall gild the ſhades of death. 


But oh! how ſweet my ſong ſhall rife, 
When freed from feeble clay, 

And all thy glories meet mine eyes, 
In one eternal day ! 


Not Seraphs, who reſound thy name, 
Through yon etherial plains, 
Shall glow with a diviner flame, 
Or raiſe ſublimer ſtrains, 
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In work ſo pleaſant, ſo divine; 
w while the fleſh in mine abode, 
And when my foul aſcends to God. 


P RAISE ye the I ord, my heart ſhall join 
0 


Praiſe ſhall employ my nobleſt powers, 

While immortality endures; 

| My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While life and thought and being laſt. 


Why ſhould I make a man my truſt ? 

Princes muſt die and turn to duſt ; 

Their breath departs, their pomp and power, 
And thoughts all vaniſh in an hour. | 


Happy the man, whoſe hope rely 

On //rae!'s God: he made the ſky, 
And earth and ſeas with all their train, 
And none ſhall find his promiſe vain. 


His truth for ever ſtands ſecure : 
1 He ſaves th' oppreſt, he foods the poor; 
| He ſends the labouring conſcience peace, 
And grants the priſoner ſweet releaſe, 


The Lord hath eyes to give the blind; 
The Lord ſupports the ſinking mind; 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 

The widow and the fatherleſs. 


(199 ) 


He loves his ſaints, he knows them well, 
But turns the wicked down to hell: 

Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns ; 

Praiſe him in everlaſting ſtrains. 


PSALM CXLVI. By Mrs. Rows, 


REPARE: the voice, and tune the joyful lyre, 

P And let the glorious theme my ſoul inſpire : 
o thee, my God, I ſing ; thy mighty name 

With heav'nly rapture ſhall my ſoul inflame. 

My tuneful homage ſhall like incenſe riſe, 

And glad the air, and reach th'approving ſkies ; 

While life and breath remain, the ſacred ſong 

Shall fill my breaſt, and dwell upon my tongue. 


As ſome fair ſtructure, whoſe firm baſis lies 
On ſtrength of rocks, the threat'ning winds defies ; 
So ſtedfaſtly my hopes on heav'n are plac'd, 
Nor earth, nor hell, my confidence can blaſt, 
Let others ſtill for human help attend, 

And on the flatt'ries of the great depend; 
Relentleſs death ſhall mock their airy truſt, 
And lay their boaſted confidence in duſt. 

As the fantaſtic viſions of the night, 

Before the op'ning morning take their flight ; 
So 3 all the boaſts of men, their pride, 
And vain deſigns, the laughing ſkies deride. 


But he alone ſecurely guarded lives, 
To whom the mighty God protection gives; 
The mighty God, who made the ſtedfaſt earth, 
And gave the ſprings that ſwell the ocean birth ; 
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Who form'd the ſtars, and ſpread the circling ſkies, 
And bade the ſun in all his glory riſe : 
No breach of faithfulneſs his honour ſtains, 
With day and night his word unchang'd remains : 
On human woes he looks with pitying eyes, 

To help th'oppreſs'd, and anſwer all their cries ; 
The orphan's ſoft complaint, and widow's tears, 
Obtain redreſs, and ſix his liſt'ning ears: 
HFis throne from changes ſtands for ever free, 
And his deminion ſhall no period ſee, 


PART of PSALM CXLVII. 


IT H ſongs and honours ſounding loud 
Addreis the Lord on high; 

Ovyer the heay'ns he ſpreads his cloud, 
And waters veil the ſky, 


He ſends his ſhow'rs of bleſſing down 
To chear the plains below ; 

He makes the graſs the mountains crown, 
And corn in valleys grow, 


He gives the grazing ox his meat, 
He hears the ravens cry; 

But man who taſtes his fineſt wheat 
Should raiſe his honours high. 


His ſteady counſels change the face 
Of the declining year; 

He bids the ſun cut ſhort his race, 
And wint'ry days appear. 


JG 


His hoary froſt, his fleecy ſnow, 
Deſcend and clothe the ground; 

The liquid ſtreams forbear to flow, 
In icy fetters bound. 


When from his dreadful ſtores on high 
He pours the rattling hail, 

The wretch that dares his God defy 
Shall find his courage fail. 


He ſends his word and melts the ſnow, 
The fields no longer mourn ; 

He calls the war:ner gales to blow, 
And bids the ſpring return. 


The changing wind, the flying cloud, 
Obey his mighty word: 

With ſongs and honours ſounding loud, 
Praiſe ye the Sovereign Lord. 
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PSALM CXLVIII. By Mrs. ToI LET. 


ROM vocal air and convex ſkies, 
Let wafted alleluias ſound: 

And let the ſacred triumphs riſe, 

Till vauked heav'n the notes rebound; 
Ye angels! you harmonious throng, | 

Who round the throne eternal wait: 
Alternate anſwer to the ſong, 
Ye rapid miniſters of fate ! 
Thou ſolar orb! whoſe ruddy beam 
Compels the ſhades of night to yield: 
Thou filver moon! whoſe fainter gleam | 
Scarce trembles o'er yon azure field. 
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Ye ftars! who circle round the pole, 
Illumin'd with diftinguiſh'd rays ; 
Inftru& your vocal ſpheres to roll 
| Symphonious, to your maker's praiſe. 
Praiſe him, above th'ztherial height 
Thou empyrean ! far more high : 
Praiſe him, ye cataracts] the weight 
Of waters treaſur'd o'er the ſky. 
His name with pious praiſes ſing, 
Who kindled firſt the beamy light : 
Who firſt commanded you to ſpring 
Forth from the cells of genuine night, 
His edict, with eternal force, 
Aloft ſuſpends the ſtarry rays: 
He points, along the liquid courſe, 
Their motions, intervals, and ways, 
Thee, lower earth! the hymn requires, 
To anſwer to the jocund ſound: 
Le dragons with enamell'd ſpires ! 
Ye caverns oi the vaſt profound! 
Ye lambent flames ! ye hail and ſnow ! 
In humid trails ye vapours curl'd! 
Ve tempeſts ! which obedient blow 
To pour his vengeance on the world. 
Ye mountain-ſteeps ! ye humbler hills! 
Ye trees ! which with delicious food 
And gen'rous juice the ſeaſon fills : 
| Ye cedars, giants of the wood. 
Ye ſavage beaſts ! who lone abide 
n foreſts: Ye of milder kind : 
Ye reptiles, who extended glide ! 
Ye plumy tribes Who mount the wind. 
Ye monarchs ! whoſe imperial ſway, 
The ſubjugated nations awes : 
Ye nations who thoſe kings obey ! 
Ye chiefs and guardians of the Jaws. 
Ye active youth, in manly prime! 
Ye virgins deck'd with blooming grace ! 
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Ye elders preſs'd by creeping time ! 

And you the tender infant race ! 
Your voices raiſe with mix'd acclaim ; 

To praiſe the univerſal Lord: 
The ſole, auguſt, majeſtic name, 

O'er earth and diſtant heav'n ador'd, 
When he ſhall elevate their horn, 

Shall all his ſaints his praiſes ſing : 
The progeny of J-ae/ born, 
Who Kill attend their heav'nly king. 


* 


PSALM CXLVIII. 


RAISE to the God who arch'd the ſky, 
Ils the high note that wakes my tongue: 
Praiſe to the God who reigns on high, 
Shall be the cadence of the ſong. 


Celeſtial worlds, your maker's name 
Reſound through ev'ry ſhining coaſt: 

Our God a greater praiſe will claim, 
Where he unfolds his glories moſt. 


Angels, that his commiſſions bear, 
nd ye that wait around the throne, 
Next in the tuneful work appear, 
And ſend your lofty honours down. 


Stupendous globe of flaming day, 
Praiſe him in thy ſublime career, 
He ſtruck from night thy pearleſs ray, 


Weigh'd thee thy path, and guides thee there.” 
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Moon, milder regent of the night, 
Our God expects his praiſe from you: 

If faint your beams, yet they can write 
In fainter ſtrokes his praiſes too. 


Ye ſtarry lamps, to whom tis giv'n 

Night's ſable horrors to illume, 

Praiſe him who hung you in his heav'n, 
With vivid fires to gild the gloom. 


Oceans, with al! th'enormous race 
Peopling your wombs, his name adore ; 

Soft be the note, if ſmooth your face, 
But ſounding, if your billows roar. 


Dragons, of huge terrific ſize, 

Can you your maker's praiſe forbear ? 

His vengeance flaſhes in your eyes, 
Your backs his ſcaly liy'ry wear. 


Lightnings, that round th'Eternal play, 
Thunders, that from his arm are hurl'd, 

The grandeur of your God convey, 
Blazing or burſting on the world. 


Let rounded hail, let flee cy ſnow, 
Publiſh their maker's wide renown : 

Snows, yon muſt waft it ſoft and flow, 
While hail in tempeſt bears it down. 


Whirlwinds, that with impetuous force 
Fulfil Jenovan's dire commands, 
Praiſe him in your unfetter'd courſe, 


And ſound his terrors through the lands. 
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Vapours, when you aſcend the ſkies, 
Array'd in beauties not your own, 

On your gay plumes let praiſes riſe, 
And aid the concert to the throne, 


Mountains, with everlaſting zeal 
Proclaim your maker's name abroad: 

While grove to grove, and hill to hill, 
In humble echoes praiſe their God. 


Praiſe him, ye trees, with verdure crown'd, 
Or hung with fruits of golden dye; 

From the low ſhrub that creeps the ground 
To cedars waving in the ſky. 


Reſound his name, ye beaſts of prey, 
Through all your dens, in awful ſtrains : 
And let the lowing herds eſſay 


His honours, as they graze the plains, 


Ye birds, in painted plumage dreſt, 

Tune to your God your lab'ring throats : 
By reptiles be his praiſe expreſt, 

Though rude and artleſs be their notes. 


Monarchs, who hold imperial ſway 


By leave from heav'n's Eternal King, 
Come with the millions that obey 8 


Your nod, and your Creator ſing. 


Judges, enthron'd in SaLEu's gates, 
Th'impartial judge of All revere : 
And, while you ſeal the mortal fates, 
Think of your ſentence at his bar, 
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| Let youth of ev'ry ſex and rank, 

= Exulting in the bloom of life, 

| Their God for all his bleſſings thank 
And join the loud harmonious ſtrife. 


| , Hoary in holineſs the ſage 
| With grateful ſongs ſhould meet his death : 
And infants in their tenger age 


Should liſp their God with Joyful breath. 


From clime to clime, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Be the Almighty God ador'd : 

He made the nations by his pow'r, 

And ſways them with his ſov'reign word. 


At once let nature's ample round 

| | To God the vaſt thankſgiving raiſe ; 

His high perfection knows no bound, 
But fill th'immenſity of ſpace. 
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A Paxapirass on PS ALM cxLvII. 
By the Earl of Roscommon. 


> Azure vaults ! O chryſtal ſky ! 

The world's tranſparent canopy, 
Break your long ſilence, and let mortals know 
With what contempt you look on things below. 


Wing'd ſquadrons of the God of war, 

Who conquer whereſoe'er you are, 
Let echoing anthems make his praiſes known 
On earth, kis footſtool, as in hzav'n his throne. 


Great: 
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Great eye of all, whoſe glorious ray 
Rules the bright empire of the day, 
O praiſe his name, without whoſe purer light 
Thou hadſt been hid in an abyſs of night. 


Ye moon and planets, who diſpenſe, 
By God's command, your influence; 
Reſign to him, as your Creator due, 
That veneration which men pay to you, 


Faireſt, as well as firſt, of things, 

From whom all joy, all beauty ſprings. 
O praiſe th'Almighty Ruler of the globe, 
Who uſeth thee for his empyreal robe. 


Praiſe him, ye loud harmonious ſpheres, 
Whoſe facred ſtamp all nature bears, 
Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, 

And whoſe command is th'univerſal law. 


Ye wat'ry mountains of the ſky, 

And you ſo far above our eye, 
Vaſt ever-moving orbs, exalt his name, 
Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 


Ye dragons, whoſe contagious breath 
Peoples the dark retreats of death, 

Change your fierce hiſſing into joyful ſong, 

And praiſe your Maker with your forked tongue. 


Praiſe him, ye monſters of the deep, 
That in the ſea's vaſt boſoms ſleep, 
At whoſe. command the foaming billows roar, 
Yet know their limits, tremble, and adore. 
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Ve miſts and vapours, hail and ſnow, 

And you who through the concave blow, 
Swift executors of his holy word, | 
Whirlwinds and tempeſt, praiſe 6 Aly Lord. 


Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem Jeſs than mole-hills do to you, 
Remember how, when firſt Jehovah ſpoke, 
All heav'n fire, and Sinai hid in ſmoke. 


"Praiſe him, ſweet offspring of the ground, 
With heav'nly nectar yearly crown'd ; 
And ye tall cedars, celebrate his praiſe, 
That in his temple ſacred altars raiſe, 


Idle muſicians of the ſpring, 

Whoſe only care's to love and ſing, 
Fly through the world, and let your trembling throat 
Praiſe your creator with the ſweeteſt note. 


Praiſe him each favage, furious beaſt, 
I That on his ſtores do daily feaſt. 
And you tame ſlaves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your Creator bow.. 


Majeſtic monarchs, mortal gods, 

Whoſe pow'r hath here no periods, 
May all attempts againſt your crowns be vain; 
But ſtill remember by whoſe pow'r you reign. 


Let the wide world his praiſes ſing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates ſpring, 
And from the Danube's froſty banks to thoſe 
Where from an unknown head great Nils flows, 


You that diſpoſe of all our lives, 
Praiſe him from whom your pow'r derives : 


= 


* * 0 
8 EC TT.3 » 

* - "2. is. 
4 88 3 


bs 
"4" * 1 


Be true and juſt, like him, and fear his word, 
As much as malefactors do your ſword. 


Praiſe him, old monuments of time; 

O praiſe him in your youthful prime; 
Praiſe him, fair idols of our greedy ſenſe; 
Exalt his name, ſweet age of innocence. 


Jehovah's name ſhall enly laſt, | 

When her! and earth, and all is paſt ; 
Nothing, gre XG, is to be found in thee, 
But unconceivable eternity. | 


Exalt, O Jacob's ſacred race, 

The God of Gods, the God of grace; 
Who will above the ſtars your empire raiſe, 
And with his glory recompenſe your praiſe. 
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PSALM CXLIX. By sir Jon DENu Au 


E ſaints, in your aſſemblies raiſe 


Let Mael his Creator praiſe, 

And Sion magnify her king. 
With chearful timbrels let them dance, 
And with their harps his praiſe advance. 


God's people are his joy, the meek 

With his ſalvation ſhall be crown'd: 
Then let his ſaints his favour ſeek, 

And on their beds his name reſound. 
Their mouths ſhall with his praiſe be fill'd, 
Their hands a two-edg'd ſword ſhall wield, 


The 


Your voice to God, new ſongs to fing ; 
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The heathen nations to confound: 

In chains he leads their captive kings:;, 
Their lords in iron fetters bound, 

Before his judgment-ſeat he brings. 
Such honour, in his ſacred word, | 
God gives his ſaints, Praiſe ye the Lord. 
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PSALM CL. By King Jaws. 


RAISE ye the Lord, our God within. 
His ſanQuary praiſe : 
Within his firmament of power 
His glory duly raiſe, 
* Praiſe him for all the mighty acts, 
— Fhat have by him been wrought: 
Praiſe him, as doth his greatneſs fit, 
Above what can be thought. 


Praiſe him aloud with chearful ſounds, 
That ſtately trumpets give: 

Praiſe him on pſaltery and harp, 
For ever whilſt ye live, 

Praiſe him with timbrels, and for joy. 
To dance, rejoicing meet : 

Praiſe him with inſtruments well ſtring'd, 
And organs ſounding ſweet. 


Praife him with cymbals, praiſe to him 
With cymbals. loud afford: 

Let all things breathing give him praiſe, 
For ever praiſe the Lord, 


PSALMP| 
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PSALM CL. By Mrs. TorLET. 


J. 
5 I TH alleluias from the ſhrine 
Salute th'omnipotence divine : 
And echo praiſes from the ſky ; 
Where he reſides in Majeſty. 


II. 
Praiſe him in all his glorious deeds ; 
Where his Almighty pow'r exceeds. 
The trumpet's martial voice inſpire ; 
And touch the lute ; and ſtrike the lyre. 


III. 
Let youth and beauty form the dance; 
And to the timbrel's ſound advance: 
Ve maſters of the trembling wire, 
And ſolemn organs lead the choir. 


2 IV. | 
On tuneful cymbals raiſe the ſound ;; 
Or from the concave braſs rebound : 
And praiſe him, for to him belongs 
The breath which modulates your ſongs.. 
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APPEND I X. 


PSALM I. Imitated by Mr. BrackLock. 


O W bleſt the man, how more than bleR ! 
Whoſe heart no guilty thoughts employ z 
ö God's endleſs ſunſhine fills his breaſt ; 
And ſmiling conſcience whiſpers peace 
and joy. 


Fair rectitude's unerring way 

_ His — 16” "6. ſteps purſue; | 

While crouds in guilt and error ſtray, 
Unſtain'd his ſoul; and undeceiv'd his vie v. 


While with unmeaning laughter gay, 
Scorn, on her throne erected high, 
Emits a falſe deluſive ray, 
To catch th'aſtoniſh'd gaze of folly's eye. 


Deep in herſelf his ſoul retir'd, 
Unmov'd beholds the meteor blaze, 
And, with all perfect beauty fir'd, 
Nature, and nature's God, intent ſur ys, 


Him 
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Him from high heav'n, her native ſeat, 
Eternal wiſdom's ſelf inſpires; 
While. he, with purpoſe fix'd as fate, 

Purſues her dictates, and her charms admires, 


In ſunſhine mild, and temp'rate air, 

Where ſome refreſhing fountain flows, 
So nurs'd by nature's tend'reſt care, 

A lofty tree with autumn's treafure glows. 


Around its boughs the ſummer gale 

With pleature waves the genial wing ; 
There no unfriendly colds prevail, 

To chill the vigour of its endleſs ſpring. 


Amid its hoſpitable ſhade, | 
Heav'n's iweeteſt warblers tune the lay; 
Nor ſhall its honours ever fade, 
Nor immature its plenteous fruit decay. 


By God's Almighty arm ſuſtain'd, 

Thus virtue ſoon or late ſhall riſe; 
Enjoy her conqueſt nobly gain'd, 
And ſhare immortal triumph in the ſkies. 


But fools to ſacred wiſdem blind, 
Who vice's tempting call obey, 
A diff rent fate ſhall quickly find, 
To every roaring ſtorm an eaſy prey. 


Thus when the warring winds ariſe, 
With all their lawleſs fury driv'n, 
Light chaff or duſt inceſiant flies, 
Whirl'd in ſwift eddies through the vault of 
—. 


When 


it of 


When 
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When in tremendous pomp array'd, 

Deſcending from the op'ning {ky, . 
With full omnipotence diſplay d, 

Her God ſhall call on nature to reply: 


Then vice, with ſhame and grief depreſs'd, 
Transfix'd with horror — deſpair, 

Shall feel hell kindling in her breaſt, 
Nor to her judge prefer her trembling prayer: 


For, with a father's fond regard, 

To bliſs he views fair virtue tend; 
While vice obtains her juſt reward, 

And all her paths in deep perdition end. 
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PSALM VI. By Mr. DANIEL. 


T Ear mighty God, the humble ſuppliant's cry, 
I faint——oh hear, and pardon e'er I die; 
Wild and diſtracted with my ſins I flee, 
Thou great Phyſician of my ſoul, to thee : 
1 know my follies muſt thy anger move, 
Chaſtiſe me, but chaſtiſe me in thy love; 


O let thy wonted mercy take my part, 


Vex'd are my bones, and broken 


is my heart, 


See how my foes exulting in their pride, 
Watch for my ruin, and my fate deride |! 
Muſt thoſe ingrates their cruel triumph have? 
Is there no hope, no refuge but the grave? 
Alas, ſhould I reſign my parting breath, 
What tribute can accrue to thee from death ? 


Will 
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Will the dark vault thy wond'rous acts proclaim ? 
Or empty ſilence ſing thy glorious name? 
Where cold and pale the ſenſeleſs carcaſe lies, 
And all rememb'rance of thy bounty dies. 


Ah whither ſhall I turn? the irkſome day 
Rolls tedious o'er my head, and creeps away, 
And yet my griefs which ſhun the hated light, 
Can find no eaſe, no comfort from the night; 
Kind ſleep, which ſets all other wretches free, 
Seems to abhor my couch, and flies from me ; 
All drown'd in guſhing tears I trembling go, 
Or penſive lie a monument of woe; 

Alas how chang'd——all comelineſs is fled, 

No ſprightly ardor plays around my head, 

Deep eating care has fyrrow'd up my face, 
Unhappy David is not——what he was! 

"O hear me, ſave me, RY; and forgive, 

Nor is it yet too late to bid me live; 

One kind reviving word will ſet me free, 

J beg, great God, to live, that I may live to thee. 


He hears, he hears, go bear the tidings round, 
My joyful heart ſprings forward to the found ; 
He hears, and he forgives ; away, be gone 
Ye empty vain pretenders to my throne, | 
Blaſted are all your hopes, your little triumph done. 
From an all-gracious God my ſafety roſe, 
From God, who keeps his vengeance for my foes. 


HYMN 
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HYMN taken from PSALM VI. 


By Mrs. ToLlLErT. 
O Lord, thou ſov'reign Lord of all, 


How glorious is thy name: 
How glorious o'er this earthly ball, 
nd yon celeſtial frame ! 
By infants who begin to try 
Their yet unpractis'd tongue, 
To ſilence bold impiety, 
Thy praiſes ſhall be ſung. 
Nor to the ſtarry ſkies alone 
Thy preſence is confin'd : 
But thou on earth haſt made it known 
In bounty to mankind. 
The lab'ring ſteer and bleating ſheep 
And fowl his rule obey ; 
And all that in the ſpacious deep 
- Purſue their wat'ry way. 


Cnorwvs. | 
O Lord, thou ſov'reign Lord of all, 
How glorious is thy name; 
How glorious o'er this earthly ball, 
And yon celeſtial frame. 
Alleluia. 
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PAR T of PSALM XVI. 


'Ve oft, O God, to thee confeſt 
1 How empty and how poor I am; 
My praiſe can never make thee bleſt, 
Nor add new glories to thy name, 


Yet, Lord, thy ſaints on earth may reap 
Some profit by the good we do; 
Theſe are the company I keep, 
Theſe are the choiceſt friends I know. 


Let others chuſe the ſons of mirth 
To give a reliſh to their wine, 
I love the men of heav'nly birth, 
Whoſe thoughts and language are divine, 


PSALM XVIII. Imitated. 


A RISE my ſoul! thy ſacred ardour prove, 

A Sublimely ſoar, and tell the mighty love 
bear the Lord, my rock, and my defence, 

My Saviour and my God, whoſe gifts diſpenſe 

Salvation, and immeaſurable grace 

To all that his ſtupendous love embrace. 

On this, my God, my ſtrength I will repoſe, 

His hand ſhall ſave me from my cruel foes : 

Death with his ſorrows compaſs'd me around, 

And direſt thoughts my fearful ſoul did wound; 


In- 
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Infernal pains preſent themſelves to view, | 
And traps and ſnares, my trembling feet purſue. 
In this my deep diſtreſs I lift mine eyes, 
Imploring him who reigns above the ſkies ; 
When from his throne he ices my pray'r ſincere, 
To my complaint he lends a liſt'ning ear. 


Earth, to her center trembled at his ire, 
The hills affrighted at his wrath retire ; 
Out from his preſence blackeſt ſmoak he ſends, 
Whilſt fire conſuming frem his mouth deſcends : 
With ſtep profound he quits the bending ſkies, 
Then clouds and darkneſs round his feet ariſe. 
On plumed cherubims ſublime he rode, 
And wing'd upon the winds he flew abroad. 
Night's awful ſhade his dread pavilion forms, 
Dark water and thick clouds his ſeat adorns ; | 
He reigns triumphant o'er the flying ſtorms. 


But at his preſence, brightneſs did improve, 
Hail-ſtones, and coals of fire, and clouds remove ; 
His voice afar in rattling thunder flies, 

Whoſe dreadful echoes Fi the ſounding ſkies ; 
Deſtroying arrows fly obey his will, ! 
And crooked light'nings his command fulfill, 
Launch'd from Nis arm inſtructed where to kill. 


At the Almighty's chaſt'ning nature mourn'd, 
And to her God in deep repentance turn'd. 
The ſprings like tears from their receſſes flow'd, 
And drown'd in grief confeſs'd the angry God. 
His breath diſclos'd the ſource of ev'ry ſtream, 
The old foundations of the world were ſeen: 
Through this my God, ſhall I ſecurely ſtand, 
He holds me up with his all-gracious hand. 
Amid life's ſtorms where raging billows roll, 
His power unſeen OP drooping ſoul, 

2 
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Though enemies my heart did ſore oppreſs, 

I from his mighty arm ſoon found redreſs ; 
Though their infernal rage did cauſe my fear, 
Still 1 remember'd that my God was there : 
O'er all my terrors this did ſoon preſide, 

And from my flowing eyes the tears ſubſide ; 
'The favours of the Lord I daily prove, 

He glads my ſoul and chears me with his love; 
His all-diſcerning eye in open view 

Explor'd my heart, and ſaw my ways were true, 
Each action well deſign'd with candour weigh'd, 
And more than each deſerv'd his goodneſs. paid. 
To all his laws I kept a ſtrict regard, 

Aſſur d from him to meet a juſt 1eward. 
Through horrid ſcenes of guilt let ſinners ſtray, 
Be it my boaſt thy ſacred will t'obey; 

With joy, with tranſport I'll the taſk purſue, 
And all my former vows to thee renew : 

For this th'eternal God will me protect, 
Attend my pray'rs, and all my ſteps direct. 


They who have ſuffer'd long in grief and pain 
To pleafing joys ſhall be reftor'd again : 


But they, whoſe haughty looks their pride make | 


known, 
With dire misfortune ſhall be ſoon brought down. 
Thou, O my God, ſhall light me in thy way, 
And turn my darkneſs into brighteſt day; 
Thy glorious law appears like ſhining gold, 
The more tis try'd its beauties we behold. 


How bleſt are they, whoſe faith and confidence 
Is fix'd on God, the rock of all defence: 
He is immenſely great, ador'd, and fear'd, - 
No other Gods with him can be compar'd : 
An emblem of his pow'r doth nature ſtand, 
The whole creation roſe at his command: 


In 
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In all the pomp of war he is my ſhield, 

When glitt'ring troops adorn the hoſtile field; 

He wings my feet like harts that ſeem to fly, 

And crown'd with glory ſets me up on high. 

Nerv'd with his ſtrength my arms are taught to fight, 
Ev'n bows of ſteel are broken with their might: 

He is my Saviour and my great defence, 

Eternal joys he can alone diſpenſe, 

With his right-hand he will maintain my ſtat | 

And by correction make me truly great. 


With eager haſte I'll overtake my foes, 
Deſtroying all that does my right oppoſe : 
I'll ſmite them down, not able to withſtand 
The ſword of juſtice in my powerful hand , 
With piercing groans they ſhall the heav'ns rend, 
Though none their mis'ries or their griefs attend; 
Ev'n to the Lord ſhall they with cries complain, 
Yet he'll not hear, or not regard their pain ; 
From heav'n nor earth, ſhall they no ſuccour find, 
But be like duſt before the ſtormy wind. 
My God ſhall fave me, from th impetuous rage 
Of roaring factions, aud their pow'r ailuage ; 
Make them fall low, and trembling, homage own 
To him, whom he exalteth to the throne ; 
Ev'n foreign nations and far diſtant lands 
Unknown to me, ſhall rev'rence my commands. 


To God, th'Almighty Lord, my praiſe ſhall riſe, 
Whoſe ſplendid glory fills th unbounded ſkies ; 
His mercies ſoar beyond conception's flight, 
He is my great ſalvation and my might ! | 
My God, my vaſt reward, and more than this, 
Source of my joy, my everlaſting bliſs ! 
Eternal Father, tov'reign Lord of all, 
By whom m'inſulting foes did juſtly fall, 
To thee, my raptur'd ſoul with joy ſhall raiſe, 
Her higheſt notes to celebrate thy praiſe ! 


L 3 In 
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In tuneful numbers, T'll the lay prolong, 
Till all the Gentile world ſhall catch the ſong : 
The beav'nly ſong ſhall be for ever mine, 
Join men and angels in one chorus join ! 


HYMN on PSALM XIX, 


B EHOLD the morning ſun 
Begins his glorious way ; 
His beams through all the nations. run, 
And life and hght convey, 


But where the goſpel comes 
It ſpreads diviner light, 

It calls dead finners from their tombs, 
And gives the blind their fight, 


Ho perfect is thy word! | 
| Anf alt thy judgments juſt, 
For ever ſure thy promiſe, Lord, 
And mea ſecurely truſt, 


My gracious God, how plain 
Are thy directions giv'n ! 
O may I never read in vain, 


But find the path to heav'n! 


J hear thy word with love, 
And I would fain obey : 

Send thy good ſpirit from above 
To guide me, left I ſtray. 
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O who can ever find 
The errors of his ways ? 

Yet with a bold preſumptuous mind- 
I would not dare tranſgreſs. 


Warn me of ev'ry fin, 
Forgive my ſecret faults, 

And cleanſe this guilty ſoul of mine, 
Whoſe crimes exceed my thoughts. 


While with my heart and tongue 
I ſpread thy praiſe abroad ; 

Accept the worſhip and the ſong, 
My Saviour and my God, 
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PSALM XXX. By Mr. Sawpys. 


MY: verſe fall in thy- praiſes flow : 
M Lord, thou haſt rais'd my head on high; 
or ſuffer'd the proud enemy | 


To triumph in my overthrow. 


I cry'd aloud ; thy arm did fave; | 
Thou drew'ſt me from the ſhades of death, 
Repealing my exiled breath, 

When almoſt ſwallow'd by the grave. 


You ſaints of his, oh fing his praiſe ! 
Preſent your vows unto the Lord ; 
His perfect holineſs record, 

Whoſe wrath but for a moment ſtays. 
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His quick'ning favour life beſtows : 
Tears may continue for a night; 
But joy ſprings with the morning light ; 

Long-laſting joys, ſoon-ending woes. 


In my proſperity I ſaid, 
My feet ſhall ever fixt abide: 
I, by thy favour fortify'd, 
Am like a ſtedfaſt mountain made. 


But when thou hid'ſt thy chearful face, 
How infinite my troubles grew ! 
My cries then with my grief renew, 
Which thus implor'd thy ſaving grace: 


What profit can my blood afford, 
When ſhall I to the grave deſcend ? 
Can ſenſeleſs duſt thy praiſe extend ? 

Can death thy living truth record ? 


To my complaints attentive be ; 


Thy mercy in my aid advance : 
O perfe&t my deliverance, 
That have no other hope but thee ! 


Thou, Lord, haſt made th'afflicted glad; 
My ſorrow into dancing turn'd : 
The ſack- cloth torn wherein I mourn'd, 
And me in Tyriar purple clad : 


That ſo my glory might proclaim 


Thy favours in a joyſul verſe; 
 Inceflantly thy praiſe rehearſe, 
And magnify thy ſacred name. 


PSALM. 
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PSALM XCVI. Imitated. 


O God, th'Almighty Sov'reign of the ſkies, 
Let all the earth one gen'ral chorus riſe; 
Throughout the world his boundleſs pune ling, 
Make heav'n and earth with ſound ſeraphic ring! 
Vaſt Being ! ne'er beginning | without end ! 
Thy pow'r and greatneſs who can comprehend ? 
When chaos reign'd at thy Almighty word, 
Creation roſe and own'd thee ſov'reign Lord; 
Obedient to thy will, new worlds ariſe, 
Th'earth, the ocean, and the vaulted ſkies ; 


Revolving night, each day ſucceeds the day, 
Seas roll, ſuns riſe, to thee all homage pay. 
O earth, rejoice ! ye diſtant worlds around, 
Your great Creator's endleſs praiſe reſound! 
Profule, from him unnumber'd bleſſings flow, 
No bounds his inexhauſted mercies know. 
For ever praiſe ! adore his power divine! 
The heav'nly concert, men and angels join ! 


Thy dread commands all nature's laws obey, 1 
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PSALM CIV. By Mr. Sax Drs. 


JV raviſh'd ſoul, great God, thy praiſes ſings ; 
Whom glory circles with her radiant wings, 

And majeſty inveſts : than day more bright; 

Cloath'd with the beams of new-created light. 

He, like an all-infolding canopy, 

Fram'd the vaſt concave of the ſpangled ſky : 
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And in the air- embraced waters ſet 
The baſis of his hanging cabinet. 
Who on the clouds, as on a chariot, rides; 
And with a rein the flying tempeſt guides. 
Bright angels his attendant ſpirits made ; 
By flame-diſperſing ſeraphims obey d. 


The ever-fixed earth cloath'd with the flood; 


In whoſe calm boſom unſeen mountains ſtood ; 

At his rebuke it ſhrunk with ſudden dread, 

And from his voices thunder ſwiftly fled.. 7 
Then hills their late concealed heads extend, 

And ſinking vallies to their feet deſcend. 

The trembling waters through their bottoms wind, 
Till they the ſea, their —_ and mother, find. 

He to the ſwelling waves prefcribes a bound, 

Leſt earth again ſhould by their rage be drown'd. 
Springs through the pleaſant meadows pour their drills, 
Which ſnake-like glide between the bord'ring hills ; 
Till they to rivers grow ; where beaſts of prey 
Their thirſt aſſwage, and fuch as man obey. 


In neighbouring groves the air's muſicians fing, 
And with their mufic entertain the ſpring. 
He from coleftial caſement ſhowers diſtills, 


And with renew'd increaſe his creature fills. 


He makes the food-full earth her fruit produce; 
For cattle graſs, and herbs for human uſe. 

The ſpreading vine long purple cluſters bears, 
Whoſe juice the hearts of penſive mortals chears : 
Fat olives ſmooth our brows with ſuppling oil ; 
And ſtrength'ning corn rewards the reapers toil. 
His fruit-affording trees with ſap abound. 

The Lord hath Lebanon with cedars crown'd : 
They to the warbling birds a ſhelter yield, 


And wand'ring ftorks in lofty fir-trees build, 


Wild goats to craggy cliffs for refuge fly ; 
And conies in the rocks dark entrails lye. 


He 
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He guides the changing moon's alternate face: 
The ſun's diurnal and his annual race. : $11 
"Twas he that made the all-informing light; | 
And with dark ſhadows cloaths the aged night. 
Then beaſts of prey break from their mountain eaves ; 
The roaring lion pinch'd with hunger craves 
Food from his hand. But when heaven's greateſt fire 
Obſcures the ftars, they to their dens retire. 
Men with the morning riſe, to labour preſt; 
Toil all the day, at night return to reſt. 
Great God ! how manifold, how infinite 
Are all thy works! with what a clear fore-ſight 
Didſt thou create and multiply their birth 
Thy riches fill the far extended earth. 
The ample ſea ; in whoſe unfathom'd deep 
Innumerable ſorts of creatures creep : 
Bright ſcaled fiſhes in her entrails glide, 
And high-built ſhips upon her boſom ride: 
About whoſe fides the crooked dolphin plays, 
And monſt'rous whales huge ſpouts of water raiſe. 
All on the land, or in the ocean bred, 
On thee depend ; in their due ſeaſon fed. | 
They gather what thy bounteous hands beſtow, 
And in the ſummer of thy favour grow. | 
When thou contra&'ſ thy clouded brows, they mourn ; 
And dying, to their former duſt return. | 
Again created by thy quick'ning breath,. 
To re-ſupply the maſſacres of death. 
No tract of time his glory ſhall deſtroy :- 
He in th'obedience of his works ſhall joy : 
But when their wild revolts his wrath provoke, 
Earth trembles, and the airy mountains ſmoke. 
I all my life will my Creator praiſe ; 
And to his ſervice dedicate my days. 
May he accept the muſic of my voice, 
While I with ſacred harmony rejoice. 
Hence you profane, who in your fins delight ; 
God ſhall extirp, and W from his ſight. 
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My foul, bleſs thou this all- commanding king: 
You ſaints and angels, halleluiak ſing. | 
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PSALM CIV, By Mrs. TOLLET. 


vine ! 

B. dread ! wheat majeſty is thine ! 
With honor and imperial greatneſs dreſt, 
And pureſt rays compoſe thy lucid veſt. 
Heav'n, like a veil, his ſecret ſeat enfolds, 
The liquid chryſtalline its beams upholds. 
Upon the chariot of the clouds he ſails, 
And treads the pennons of the ſoaring gales. 
In rays of æther and celeſtial fire, 

He cloaths his miniſters and angel choir. 

He fix'd the earth as on a ſo:id baſe, 
Self-pois'd to reſt; nor ever change its place. 


Thou erſt o'erſpread it with the brooding deep, 


As with a robe; at ove the mountain- ſteep 


The billows roll'd: But at thy check they fly; 


And when thy thunder ratt!es through the ſky, 
Precipitate their headlong flight. They now 
Climb the ſteep ſummit of the mountain's brow: 


Now thro' the dales with prone deſcent they pour; 


To ſeek the place where thou hadſt form'd before 
The mighty baſon for their confluent ſtore. 
With barriers fix'd their rage thou doſt reſtrain : 
Not to be paſs'd to drown the land again. 

He through the valleys ſends the ſtreaming rills, 
Whoſe bubbling fountains ooze among the hills. 
Peaſts of the field upon the margin meet, 


With cooling draughts to quench their inward heat ; 


LESS thou the Lord, my ſoul! O pow'r di- 
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The ſavage aſs his fiery thirſt allays : 
Above, the vocal birds, among the ſprays, 
Tune their wild notes. From his celeſtial bow'rs, 
He on the hills the genial moiſture ſhow'rs. 
So with thy bounty fill'd, does earth produce 
Graſs for the herds, and plants for human uſe : 
So haſt thou caus'd the fertile globe to bear, 
The gen'rous grape, the heart of man to chear ; 
To glad his countenance the fragrant oil, 
And bread, ſupport of neceſſary toil. 
The ſacred trees with vital ſap are fed; \ | 


1 


The cedars, planted by the Lord, to ſpread 

O' er Lebanon the umbrage of their head. 

U pon their ſummit next the chirping choir : 

And ſtorks upon the pine's aerial ſpire. 
The mountain goats o'er precipices bound; | 
A ſafe retirement from the hunter found : \ 
And deep the conies hide in rocky ground. 

He ſet the filver moon, with various face, 

To mark th'alternate ſtages of her race: 

He taught the ſun, at cloſe of day, to ſink 

Beneath the blue horizon's doubtful brink. 

Thou call'ſt for darkneſs ; then the ſhades ariſe, 
And night regains the empire of the ſkies : 

Then, in the friendly ſheiter of the gloom, 

Kouz'd from their laires, the ſhaggy ſylvans roam; 
The lion's whelps in ſearch of quarry roar, 

Yet they from God their ſuſtenance implore. * 

No ſooner o'er the earth the ruddy tun 

Exalts his orb, but all away they run, 

Till in their hollow dens, obſcure and deep, 

On a promiſcuous heap they couch to ſleep. 

But, with the day, to man returns again 

His conſtant portion of appointed pain 

And deſtin'd labour ; till the ev'ning's cloſe 

Refreſh his weary limbs with due repoſe, 
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O Lord ! how num'rous for our wonder call 
Thy operations, form'd in wiſdom all ! | 
Thy wealth diffus'd o'er this terreſtrial ball! 
Nor o'er the earth alone, the ſpacious main 
Partakes ; whoſe vaſt extended tracts contain 
A race tranſcending number: Part a fry 
Scarce worth a name, or obvious to the eye ; 
Part of enormous bulk. There o'er the tide 
To diſtant ports advent'rous veſſels ride. 
There the leviathan thy pleaſure forms, 
To dance upon the waves, and ſport in ſtorms, 
All theſe, thy creatures, thee alone await, 
Of thee, in ſeaſon. to receive their meat : 
By thee diſpens'd they gather up their food, 
All from thy lib'ral hand ſuffic'd with good. 
'Thy face averted, deſtitute they mourn : 
Their breath by thee recall'd, they die, they turn 
Again to native duſt. Is 
Thy ſpirit iſſuing forth, with ſecond birth, 
A new creation ſhall adorn the earth, 
The glory of the Lord for ever laſts : 
And in his works fincere delight he taſtes. 
Earth he beholds ; it trembles on its poles : 
'The hills he touches, and above them rolls 
Involving ſmoak. While the congenial flame 
Of vital ſpirit animates my frame, 
I to the Lord will conſecrate my lays : 
While I exiſt my God I mean to praiſe, 
In thoughts of him to ecſtaſy reſign'd 
So ſhall the deity rejoice my mind. 
O! may the guilty from the world decay 
O! may the impious ever waſte away 
Bleſs thou the Lord, my Soul ! and yet again: 
With alleluias end the ſacred ſtrain. 
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A PARA PTHRASE on PSALM CXIV. 
By MILTON. 


HEN the bleſt ſeed of Terah's faithful fon, 
After long toil their liberty had won, 
And paſt from Pharian fields to Canaan land, 
Led by the ſtrength of the Almighty's hand, 
Tehowah's wonders were in {/rae/ ſhewn, 
His praiſe and glory was in //rae/ known. 
That ſaw the troubled ſea, and ſhivering fled, 
And ſought to hide his froth-becurled head 
Low in the earth: Jordan's clear ſtreams recoil, 
As a faint hoſt that hath receiv'd the foil. 
The high, huge-bellied mountains ſkip like rams 
Amongſt their ews, the little hills like lambs. 
Why fled the ocean ? and why ſkipt the mountains ; 
Why turned Jordan toward his chryſtal fountains ?. 
Shake earth, and at the preſence be agaſt | 
Of him that ever was, and ay ſhall laſt, 
That glaſſy floods from rugged rocks can cruſh, 
And make ſoft rills from fiery flint-ſtones guſh. 
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On PSALM CXVII. By H. b. 


OR all thy mercies, O my God, 
My humble voice Ill raiſe, 


o thee, my raptur'd foul ſhall ſing 
In ſongs of endleſs praite. 


Ye diſtant worlds, ye nations all 
Beneath the ſtarry ſkies, 

Where nature's utmoſt limits bound, 
Let praiſe to God ariſe. 


When nature's glories all ſhall fade, 
And time ſhall be no more ; 

His truth for ever ſhall remain, 
And me: cies all endure, 


An ODE on MERCY, in Imitation of 
Part of PSALM CXLV. | 


J. 
9 I'S mercy calls—awake, my grateful ſtring ; 
Ye worlds of nature, liſten while I ſing ; 
"Tis not his dire avenging rod, 
I fing the mercies of a God; 
Hark, ye warblers of the ſky, 
Rivers glide ſerenely by; 
Or rather in the ſacred chorus join, 
Till our united voices reach the ſeats divine. 


Where injur'd ſaints, that us'd to mourn below, 
Find their glad breaſts with joys eternal glow ; 
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IT. 


Where thouſand tongues inceſſant cry, 


Glory be to God on high; 


Dominion, power, praiſe, and then 


Mercy to the ſons of men. 
Heav'n hears delighted, and the joy 


ful ſound 


Swell'd with celeſtial muſic ſpreads the regions round: 


III. 


The Lord, though ſeated far beyond the ſky, 
Vet ſees the wretched with a pitying eye; 
That power knows our ſecret fear, 


The lonely ſigh, or ſilent tear; 


He ſees the widow's ſtreaming eye, 
And hears the hungry orphans cry. 
Depending worlds his ſacred bounty ſhare, 


All creatures find a part of their Creator's care, 


IV 


His juſtice next employs the heav'nly ſtring, 


And hymning avgels tremble while they ſing; 


The Lord is juſt and holy, then 

O weep ye thoughtleſs ſons of men : 

For who can from his anger fly, 

Or ſhun the frown of God moſt high ? 
Yet ſhall the ſigh, or penitential groan, 
Mount like the ſeraph's wing, and reach the ſacred 


throne. 


V 


Hear this, ye pious but dejected minds, 


Whom errors darken, or whom weakneſs binds; 


Lift from the duſt your mournful eye, 
And know the Lord your help is nigh; 


Theſe 
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Theſe ſorrows from your breaſts ſhall roll, 
And comfort bleis the humble ſoul ; 
Let chearful hope in 8 boſom ſpring, 


For boundleſs mercy dwells with heav'ns immortal 


King. 


VI. 

Come then, ye worlds, with — voices raiſe, 
A ſong of mean, but not ungrateful praiſe; 

Though the dull numbers rudely flow, 

And our cold hearts but faintly glow, 

Our raptures own a leſs degree, 

Yet cherubs ſing, and ſo ſhould we. 
Th'Almighty hears, and gives us leave to call 
On him, the judge, the guide, and ſacred Lord of all. 


VII. 

All you that bend beneath the ſtroke of time, 
And you whoſe cheeks confeſs their healthy prime, 

Your Maker and 2reſerver praiſe, 

For early and for length of days; 

The pious and the grateful ſong, 

Sha "ip upon the infant's tongue, 
While heav'nly mercy ſooths the mourner's care, 
And bids the innocent rejoice, the finner not deſpair. 


The 


The 
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Again your thankful voices raiſe, 


The BENEDICITE Paraphraſed. 
By the Rev. Mr. Merrick. 


I. 
E works off God, on him alone, 
In earth his footſtool, heaven his throne, 
Be all your praiſe beſtow'd; 
Whoſe hand the beauteous fabrick made, 
Whoſe eye the finiſh'd work. ſurvey'd, 
And ſaw that all was good. 


Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 

Admiring view'd the new-born frame, 
And hail'd th'eternal king 3 

Again proclaim your maker's praiſe, 


And touch the tuneful firing. 


ITE. 
Praiſe him, ye bleſs'd ztherial plains, 
Where, in full majeſty, he deigns 
To fx his awful throne : 
Ye waters, that above him roll, 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 
Oh ! make his praiſes known ! 


IV. 
Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow'rs, 
Join ye your joyful ſongs with ours, 
With us your voices raiſe ; 


From 
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From age to age extend the lay, 


To heav'n's eternal monarch pay 
Hymns of eternal praiſe. 


. 
Celeſtial orb hoſe pow'rful ray 
Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 
Whoſe influence all things own; 
Praiſe him, whoſe courts effulgent ſhine 
With light, as far excelling thine, 
As thine the paler moon. 


VI. 
Ye glitt'ring planets of the ſky, 
Whoſe lamps the abſent ſun ſupply, 
With him the ſong purſue ; 
And let himſelf ſubmiſſive own, 
He borrows from a brighter Sun, 
The light he lends to you. 


| VII. 
Ye ſhow'rs, and dews, whoſe moiſture ſhed, 
Calls into life the op'ning ſeed, 

To him your praiſes yield; 
Whoſe influence wakes the genial birth, 
Drops fatneſs on the pregnant earth, 

And crowns the laughing field. 


| VIII. 
Ye winds, that oft' tempeſtuous ſweep 
The ruffled ſurface of the deep, 
With us confeſs your God ; 
See, through the heav'ns, the King of kings, 
Up-borne on your expanded wings, 
Comes flying all abroad, 
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IX. 
Ye floods of fire, where e'er ye flow, 
With juſt ſubmiſſion humbly bow 
To his ſuperjor pow'r ; 
Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, 
Or bids the flaming deluge ftray, 
And gives it ſtrength to roar. 


X. 
Ye ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
By turns in long ſucceſſion roll'd, 
The drooping world to chear ; 
Praiſe him, who gave the fun and moon, 
To lead the various ſeaſons on, 
And guide the circling year, 


XI. 
Ye froſts, that bind the wat'ry plain, 
Ye ſilent ſhow'rs of fleecy rain, 
Purſue the heav'nly theme; 
Praiſe him who ſheds the driving ſnow, 
Forbids the harden'd waves to flow, 
And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 


XIT. 
Ye days and nights, that ſwiftly born, 
From morn to eve, from eve to morn, 
Alternate glide away ; 
Praiſe him, whoſe never- varying light, 
Abſent, adds horror to the night, 
But preſent gives the day. 


XIII. 

Light, 
Darkneſs, 
Involve the duſky globe ; 


from whoſe rays all beauty ſprings, 
whoſe ny penn oe 
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Praiſe him, who, when the heav'ns he ſpread, 
Dartreſs his thick pavillion made, 
And light his regal robe. 


XIV. 
Praiſe him, ye light'nings, as ye fly, 
Wing'd with his vengeance through the ſky, 
And red with wrath divine; 
Praiſe him, ye clouds, that wand'ring ſtray, 
Or fix'd by him in cloſe array, 
Surround his awful ſhrine. 


XV. 
Exalt, O earth ! thy heav'nly king, 
Who bids the plants, that form the ſpring, 
With annual verdure bloom; 
Whoſe frequent drops of kindly rain, 
Prolific ſwell the rip'ning grain, 
And bleſs thy fertile womb. 


XVI. 
Ve mountains, that ambitious riſe, 
And heave your ſumniits to the ikies, 
Revere his awful nod ; 9 * 
Think how ye once affrighted fledl, 
When Jordan ſought his fountain head, 
And own'd th'approaching God. 


XVII. 
Ve trees, that fill the rural ſcene, 
Ye flowers, that o'er th enamel d green 
In native beauty reign, 
O! praiſe the Ruler of the ſkies, 
Whoſe hand the genial ſap ſupplies, 
And clothes the ſmiling plain. 


( 239 } 


XVIII. 
Ve ſecret ſprings, ye gentle rills, 
That murm'ring riſe amongs the hills, 
Or fill the humble vale; 
Praiſe him, at whole almighty nod 
The rugged rock diſlolving flow'd, 
And torm'd a ſpringing well. 


þ « © 2B 
Praiſe him, ye floods, and ſeas profound, 
Whoſe waves the ſpacious earth ſurround, 
And roll from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Aw'd by his voice, ye ſeas, ſubſide, 
Ye floods, within your channels glide, 
And tremble and adore. 


SW - - : 

Ye whales, that ftir the boiling deep, 

Or in its dark receſſes ſleep, | 
Remote from human eye; 

Praiſe him, by whom ye all are fed, 

Prai e him, without whoſe heavenly aid 
Ye languiſh, faint, and die. 


| | XXI. 

Ve birds, exalt your Maker's name, 

Begin, and with th' important theme 
Your artleſs lays improve; 

Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 

Let muſick ſound on ev'ry ſpray, 
And fill the vocal grove. 


XXII. > 
Praiſe him, ye beaſts, that nightly roam 
Amid the ſolitary gloom, 


Th' expected prey to ſeize ; 


Ye 
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Ye ſlaves of the laborious plough, 
Your ſtubborn necks ſubmiſſive bow, 
And bend your weary'd knees. 


XXIII. 
Ve ſons of men, his praiſe diſplay, 
Who ſtampt his image on your clay, 
And gave it pow'r to move; 
Ye, that in Judab's confines dwell, 
From age to age ſucceſſive tell 
The wonders of his love. 


XXIV. 
Let Levi's tribe the lay prolong, 
Till angels liſten to che ſong, 
And bend attentive down; 
Let wonder ſeize the heav'nly train, 
Pleas'd, while they hear a mortal ſtrain, 
So ſweet, ſo like their own. 


a 


XXV. 
And you, your thankful voices join, 
That oft at Salem's ſacred ſhrine 
Before his altars kneel ; 
Where thron'd in majeſty he dwells, 
And from the myſtic cloud reveals 
The dictates of his will. 


| XXVI. 
Ve ſpirits of the juſt and good, 
That, eager for the bleſt abode, 
To heav'nly manſions ſoar; 
O! let your ſongs his praiſe diſplay, 
Till heav'n itſelf ſhall melt away, 
And time ſhall be no more. 
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XXVII. 
Praiſe him, ye meek and humble train, 
Ve ſaints, whom his decrees ordain 
The boundleſs bliſs to ſhare; 
O! praiſe him, till ye take your way 
To regions ef eternal day, 
And reign for ever there. 


XXVIII. 
Let us, who now impaſſive ſtand, 
Aw'd by the tyrant's ſtern command, 
Amid the flery blaze; 
While thus we triumph in the flame, 
Riſe, and our Maker's love proclaim, 
In hymns of endleſs praiſe, 


On the LAST JUDGMENT. 


By the Earl of Roscomon. 


7 HE day of => that dreadful day, 
Shall the whole world in aſhes 17. 
As Da vip and the SYB1Ls ſay, 


8 H. 

What horror will invade the mind, 

When the ſtrict judge, who would be kind, 
Shall have few venial faults to find? 


M III. 
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1 | 5 
The laſt loud trumpet's wond'rous ſound, 
Shall through the rending tombs rebound, 
And wake the nations under ground, 


Nature and death ſhall with furpriſe, 
' Behold the pale-offender riſe, 
And view'the judge with conſcious eyes. 


| V. 
Then ſhall, with univerſal dread, 
The ſacred myſtic book be read, 
To try the living and the dead. 


5 TY VI. 

The judge aſcends his awful throne ; 
He makes each ſecret fin be known, 
And all with ſhame confeſs their own. 


| VII. 
O then! what int'reſt ſhall I make, 
To ſave my laſt important flake, 


- 


When the moſt juſt have cauſe to quake? 


VIII, 
Thou mighty formidable king, 
Thou mercy's unexhauſted ſpring, 
Some comfortable pity bring 
Forget not what my ranſom coſt, _ 
Nor let my deur. bought ſoul be loft, -. 


1 1 * 


In Rorms'bf «guilty terror toſt. 


(243) 


X. 
Thou, who for me didſt feel ſuch pain, 
Whoſe precious blood the croſs did ſtain, 
Let not thoſe agonies be vain, 


XI. 
Thou, whom avenging pow'rs obey, 
Cancel my debt (too great to Pay) * 
Before the ſad accounting day) - 


XII. 
Surrounded with amazing fears, 
Whoſe load my ſoul with angaiſh bears, 
I ſigh, I weep; accept my tears. 


- XIII. | 
Thou, who wert mov'd with Mas r's grief; 
And, by abſolving of the thief, Th. 
Haſt giv'n me hope, now give relief. 


_—_ = 

Reject not my unworthy prayer; 
Preſerve me from that dang'rous ſnare, 
Which death and gaping hell prepare. 


XV. 
Give my exalted ſoul a place 
Amongſt thy choſen right-hand race, 
The ſons of God aan of grace. 


% 


A 


» - - 

From on inſatiable abyſs, 1 
Where ames devour, and ſerpepts hiſs, 7 
Promote me to thy ſeat of bliſs. 7 


M 2 XVII. 
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XVII. 

| Proftrate, my contrite heart I rend ; 

| My God, my father, and my friend, 
Do not ſorſake me in my end. 


XVIII. 
Well may they curſe their fecond breath, 
Whoriſe to a reviving death, 
'Thou great CREATOR of mankind, 
Let guilty M a x compaſſion find, 


K th. D Wy Si. th ao AM —_ 


— 


A Requeſt to the Divine BEIN G. 


HOU great and ſacred Lord of all, 
Of life the only ſpring, F 
Creator of unnumber'd worlds, 
Immenſely glorious King. 


Whoſe image ſhakes the ſtagg' ring mind, 
| Beyond conception high ; 
| Crown'd with omnipotence, and veil'd 

| With dark eternity, 


Drive-from the confines of my heart, 
Impenitence and pride : 
Nor let me in erroneous paths 


With thoughtleſs idiots glide. 


Whate'er thine all-diſcerning eye 
Sees for thy creature fit, 

Til bleſs the good and to the ill 
Contentedly ſubmit, 


With!“ 
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With humane pleaſure let me view | 
The proſp'rous and the great; 

Malignant envy let me fly, 
With odious ſelf-conceit, 


Let not deſpair nor curs'd revenge 
Be to my boſom known ; 

O give me tears for other's woe 
And patience for my own. 


Feed me wich neceſſary food, 
J aſk not wealth nor fame: 

But give me eyes to view thy works, 
And ſenſe to praiſe thy name, 


And when thy wiſdom thinks it fit, 
To ſhake this troubled mind; 

Preſerve my reaſon with my griefs, 
And let me not repine. 


May my ſtill days obſcurely paſs, 
Without remorſe or care; 

And let me for the parting hour, 
My trembling ghoſt prepare. 


* * 
* x : 
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The MAGI. An EIO GUR. 
By the Rev. Mr. Ho Bs ou. 


O more in beauty's praiſe my numbers move, 
| Nor melt away in' dying falls of love. 
A child on earth, yet heav'ns eternal King, 
'The manger'd God, the Virgin's ſon I ſing. 

Thou fountain-good, with light my foul o'erflow, 
With hallow'd ardour bid my boſom glow ! 

Fir'd at the promiſe of thy dawning ray, 

The Eaſtern Sages found celeſtial day. 


1 21d 2 r 
Led by a captain- flame, with ſweet ſurprize, 
The infant Deity falutes their eyes. 8 
No jewels ſparkle here; nor ladia s ſtores 
The portals brighten, or emblaze the doors 
But young- ey d Seraphim around him glow, _ _ - 
And Mercy ſpreads her many-colour'd E 
Her bow, compos'd of new-created light, 
How ſweetly lambent, and how ſoftly bright ! 
The ſacred circle of embodied rays $1.1 
His cradle crowns, and on his temples plays: 
Promiſcuous luſtre brightens half the ſkies, 


1 4 * 


New beauties kindle, and new glories riſe. 


The venerable three, low-bending down, 
Preſent their offerings, and the Godhead own, 


. Mag. 1. 1 
From Eaſtern realms, where firſt the orient light 
Springs. into day, and gilds the fading night, 

To Thee we bend, before the morning riſe ; 


A purer morning trembles from thine eyes! 


Mag. 
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. 
Thou ſpotleſs eſſence — * light! 
Thy vaſſals own, and waſh. thy E:h:ops white. 
Thy cloud of ſable witnefles adorn 
With the. firſt roſes of thy ſmiling morn. 


A 
By bards foretold, the ripened years are come: 
Gods fall to duſt, and oracles are dumb. 
In vain ſhall fly-blown Belzebub rebel; * — 

Annubis howls, and Moloch ſinks to hell! 


Mag. 1. 335.40 
No more ſhall Memphian * wake the morn, 
Nor tow'ring Ammon lift his gilded horn. 
No more the Bull ſhall fear the ſacred knife; 
No ſacrifice from hence ſhall drink his life. 
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Ye vallies, blaſh with — flowers z 
For ever ſmile ye meads, and blow ye bowerss: 
Bleat all ye hills, be whitened all ye plainsz 
O earth rejoice, th'eternal /epherd reigns | I 
Mag. 3. TT 
Ye lillies, 7 — leaves in falling ſnow, 
Ve roſes, with 


the morning · purple glow, 
To crown the God! Ye angels, haſte to pour 
Your dew of nectar, and your ſtarry ſhower! 


Mag. 1. offers frankincenſc. 
For thee Arabia's. . riſe, 1 
And clouds of odours ſweetly ſtain the ſkies. 
While fragrant wreaths of ſmoaking incenſe roll, 
Receive our prayers, the incenſe of the ſoul ! 


M4 . Mag · 
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Mag. 2. offers myrrh. 


The weeping myrrh with balmy ſorrow flows, 


Thy cup to ſweeten, and to ſooth thy woes. 
So prophets ſing : for, human and divine, 


The man was born to grieve, the God to Sine. 


Mag. 3. offers gold. 
'The ore of India — 3 gold 
To gild thy courts, thy temples to infold. 
Accept the emblematic gift: again i 
Saturnian years revolve a golden reign. 


MAY. 
Smile, ſacred infant, ſmile ! thy fragrant breaſt 
Excells the odours of the ſpicy Ea! 

The burniſh'd gold is droſs before thine eye; 
Thou God of ſweetneſs, God of purity ! 


"Yo Mag. 2. . 

In vain the /: with light his orb arrays, 
Our ſenſe to dazzle, and as God to blaze : 
Through his tranſparent fallacy we ſee, 
And own the / is but a far to thee. 


Mag. 3 


Hail Lord of nature, hail ! to bee belong 


My ſong, my life I give my life, my ſong : | 


Live in. thy light, confeſs thy day divine, 
Adore thy love, and freely give thee mine“ 


* Emblematic Gift.) Some imagine that the Incenſe was in- 
tended as an Emblem of Chriſt's Divinity, the Myrrb of his Hu- 
manity, and the Gold of his Roya/ty, See Pool's Synop, on 


Mat. ü. JI I, 


„ 


A 
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A HYMN. 


Ternal fire! enthron'd on high ! 
Whom angel hoſts adore ; 
ho yet to ſuppliant duſt art nigh, 
Thy preſence I implore. | 


O guide me, down the ſteep of age, 
And keep my paſſions cool; 

Teach me to ſcan the ſacred page, 
And practiſe ev'ry rule. 


Teach me to ſhun the ſceptic's path, 
And ſcorn the deiſt's love; | 

Stedfaſt to hold the ancient faith, 
Hope humbly and adore. 


My flying years, time urges on, 
What's human muſt decay, 


My friends, my youth's companions gone, 
Can I expect to ſtay ? 


Can I exemption 2 when death 
Projects his awful dart ? 

Can med' cines then prolong my breath, 
Or virtue ſhield my heart? 


Ah ! no—then ſmooth the mortal hour, 
On thee my hope depends; - 
Support me with Almighty pow'r, 
While duſt to duſt deſcends. | 


M 5 


| 
| 
| 
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Then wing my ſoul! O] gracious God! 
While angels + nard the way; 

Admitted to 7 leſt bete, 6 ö 
Fll endleſs anthems pay. 


Through heav'n's, howe'er remote the bound, 


Thy matchleſs love proclaim, ' 
And join the choir of ſaints, that ond 
Their dear Redeemer's name. 


1 9 - 
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A MORNING HYMN. 


O thee, let my firſt offerings riſe} 


Whoſe ſun creates the day, 
Swift as his glad'ning influence flies, 
And ſpotleſs as his ray. 


What numbers with hes. piercing ſighs 
Have paſt this tedious night! : 

What numbers too have clos'd their eyes, 
No more to ſee the night! 


Sound was my ſleep, my dreams were BY. 


How ſhort ſuch 4 review d! 


My uight flote unpereeivd away; 
"Fm like the day renew d. 7 


This hand _ bY | 
88 61. Neem nigh 


Still may it lead, protect, a ; 


If 
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If blite thy providence impart, 5 
For which gy one's 5 HOW 

Give me to feel the grateſuĩ heart! 
And without guilt be gay! 


Affliction ſhould thy love intend, 
As vice or folly's cure ; 1 
Patient, to gain that gracious end, * 
May I the means endure! — © 


Thus, from my fix d, or varying fate, . 
Some virtue let me gain ! 75 2s 
That heav'n, nor high, nor low eſtate, 
When ſent, may ſend in vain, - 


Be this, and every future 
Still wiſer n= mT | 
That life's improvement to ſurvey. 
May well ſuſtain my laſt, 


— —— — 
. 4 N 
f 
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The SICK PENIT ENT. 


VITEHEN direful ſymptoms, big with death, 
A wretched finner ſeize, 
Threat'ning, ere long, to ſtop his breath, 
By ſome acute difeaſe ; 


How does amazement then confound. 
His dull, diſtracted mind! ._ _  - 
For help he wiſtly looks. around 


M. 6 | Nas. 
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Nor can his fault'ring tongue expreſs, 
Nor down-caſt heart controul, 

The ſad, and horrible diſtreſs, 
That overwhelms his ſoul. 


His guilty ſoul !-—how is it ſhock'd, 
When now, too late, it knows, 

That boundleſs mercy won't be n, 
Nor always inter poſe. 


His rough, dry tongue, —his throbbing heart, 
Quick pulie,—and glowing cheek, — 

Light head, —weak limbs, —and raging ſmart, 
In vain for refuge ſeek. 


If too, the poor, devoted wretch, 
By chance, be far from home, 

And ſcarce has time a friend to fetch, 
When all theſe ills are come, 


Quite deftitute of all relief, 
Not one relation near ; 

How muſt it aggravate his grief! 
And how inlarge his fear ! 


.Ev'n outward comforts ſometimes fail 


A ſoul immers'd in fin: 
Alas ! what would ſuch helps avail, 
When there's no peace within ? 


For O !—the ſaddeſt thing of all, 
The molt diſtracting thought, 

Is,—that his God rejects his call, 
And, now, too late is — 


Mercy 
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Mercy, (ſo deep is his deſpair,) 
He hardly dares invoke: 

Good God !—that deſp'rate man ſhould * 
Thy juſtice to provoke ! 


For long provok'd, 'twill, at the laſt, 
Make him, (he'll ſurely find) 

Tremble, to think of what is paſt, 
And what remains behind. 


"Tis thus, when to ourſelves we're left, 
By earth, as well as heav'n ; 

And of all ſuccour quite bereft, 
Beſide all hope are driv'n. 


This ſeem'd to be my own fad caſe, 
When ſuddenly took ill, 

And death, methought, came on apace :—= 
But I am living ſtill! 


Still gracious heav'n allows me time 
My pardon ſeal'd to get j— 

To free my ſoul from ev'ry crime, 
Though thouſands, me beſet, 


How merciful art thou, my God! 
If ſinners but relent : 

How dreadful too thy angry rod ! 
When man will not repent, 


Thou gay'ſt me life; and oft haſt ſpar'd d 
That life, though vilely led: | 
Though oft my ſins thy vengeance dar d,. 

At once, to ſtrike me dead, | 
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Thy juſtice might,—had&@ thou ſeen fit, 
Long ſince, (my guilt can tel) ' 
Have ſent me quick into the pit, 


But thy dear darling attribute, 
Thy mercy, Lord, ' moſt ſweet, 

Has waited long for better uit, 
And for repentance meet. 


For, though a barrex tree, indeed, 
May dread th'uplifted ax, 

Thou wilt not break a bruiſed reed, 
Nor quench the /moating flax. 


O! may Inever more defeat, 

Nor eder again deſpiſe, 

Thy mercies, manifold and great, 
Leſt they in judgment riſe; 


Againſt me riſe, who have ſo long 
Been treat ring up thy — aye 


' But, O! forgive the grievous wrong! 


And ſtrengthen to my faith. 


Lord | let thy terrorsnow begin, 
My ſoul, at length, to rouze 

From the dull lethargy of fin, 
And wake my ſleepy vows. 


Let holy fear, and ardent love, _ ö 
T3 urpoſes ſecure 3 | | Re 
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Ol fix my poor, unſtable heart, 
My God! I thee intreat, ,. 

That it ne'er act a treacherous part — 
{The pray'r I till repeat.) | 


In goodneſs, grant, that I (good 


May ever perſevere : * 
To me, poor ſinner, help afford; 
A ſuppliant wretch, O! hear. 


Lordi) 


In deed, —in word, —in thought, no more 
May I to vice incline : 

To foul, and body, health reſtore; 
And make me wholly thine. 


tl 
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The SONG of the Tux EZ CHII DIE in the 
Fiery Furnace. 


all ye beings ! which when time was young, 
From the divine productive fiat ſprung : 


N ye the Lord, and celebrate his praiſe; 
His glories over all for ever raiſe. 


Ye angels! delegated from above, 
To act his vengeance or declare his love: 
Blef e > MF 


N Ye azure fields! through whoſe immenſe e: 
* orbs complete their myſtie dance: 


2 


1 Ye 
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Ye waters ! whoſe cireumfluous treaſures lie 
Above the vaults of our inferior ſky; 
Ble 


Ye who excell in might and virtue moſt 
Ye * of the celeſtial hoſt! 
Bleſs 


Thou ſun, the fountain of diffaſive light ! 
And thou the ſilver planet of the night! 
511 — 


Ye ſtars ! who circle through th'ethereal ſpace; 
Ye who for ever keep your deſtin'd place : 
Bleſe— 


Fe ſhow'rs! which on the earth your drops diffuſe; 
Ye exhalations, which return in dews : 


Bleſs 


Ye winds ! which through the languid air reſpite, 
Or 1 tempeſts your Creator's ire: 
Bleſs | | 


Ye flames! which with deſtructive fury glow ;. 
And you to which congenial heat we owe : 
Bleſs 


Ye wint'ry months! unchearful and ſevere, 
And thou, the brighter ſolſtice of the year: 
Bleſs 


Ye dews ! that owe to humid miſts your birth; 
Ye hoary froſts that whiten all the earth : 


Ye 
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Ye that in ſolid chains the waters hold ! 
Ye particles of penetrating cold : 
Bleſs 


Ye waters in thoſe icey fetters bound ! 


Ye ſnows whoſe filver fleece beſpreads the ground 


Bleſs 


Ye revolutions of alternate night! 
Ye revolutions of diurnal light! 
Bleſs— 


Thou light, as early born as nature's prime! 
Thou darkneſs, ancient ere the birth of time ! 
Bleſs 


ve lightnings, waving with a dreadful glare 
Ye clouds, ſuſpended on the liquid air: 


———ů— 


And thou terreſtrial ball to theſe reply; 
With grateful voice to bleſs the Deity : 
Do thou combine to celebrate his praiſe 
His glories over all for ever raiſe. 
Ye mountain ſteeps ! that emulate the ſkies ! 
Hills that _ humbler elevation riſe ! 
Bleſs 


— 


Ye vegetables! that with ſpringing green 
Enrich, and beautify the rural ſcene : 
Bleſs 


Ye ſprings ! whoſe ſubterranean cells contain 
Collected humour or pervading rain: 
Bleſs 


Ye mighty oceans! which the world divide ; 
Ye rivers ! which devolve an uſeful tide: 


7 


Enormous 


\ of 


Enormous whales | who roll upon the main 
And all who glide along the wat'ry plain: 


Bleſs 


Ye wanderers! whom plumy aer bear 
Aloft, in regions of the track] 


Bleis 


Ye ſavages of earth! inur'd to prey; 
Ve herds, who the command of man obey: 


Ye whom the wiſe SP of the. whole 
Has form'd ere and rational of ſoul} : 


Ye tribes! RY ſever'd — che race of car 
From ancient Tres! de , your: birth: 


ve who, deſcended from che prieſtly line, 
Are ever deſtin'd to attend his ſhrine: 
Bleſ 


3d 


Ye votaries ! whoſe piety of mind 
Is to a — the Lend reigy'd::- 
e — 


Ye ſpirits of the juſt! ye ſouls who * 
Through mortal toils to happineſs at! 


Bleſ 


Ye virtuous hearts ! where pure religion fways, 
And meek — her laws obeys : 


And . 
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And you, the three, whom dauntlefs zeal inſpires: 
To dare the monarch's frown and rage of fires? 
Bleſs ye the Lord and celebrate his praiſe; 

His glories over all for ever raiſe. 


—_— . . 8 IS Y 1 — 
* 
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Lmighty Maker God ! 
| How wond'rous is thy name 
hy glory, how diffus'd abroad 5 
Through the creation's frame. 


Nature in every dreſs 
Her humble homage pays, 
And finds a thouſand ways Cexpreſs 
Thine undiſſembled praiſe, 


In native white and red 
The roſe and lilly ftand, * 
And free from pride, their beauties fpread; 
To ſhew thy ſkilful hand, 


The lark mounts up the Ry, 

And be a TT al h 
nd bears her Maker's praife on 
Upon her artleſs tongue. 1 


* 


My ſoul would riſe and ſing 
5 To her \ pang too, 2) 
ain. would my tongue adore my king, 
And pay the worthip due 


— —— — — —ñ— 
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Zut pride, that buſy ſin, 
Spoils all that I perform; 
Curs'd pride that creeps ſecurely in, 
And ſwells a haughty worm. 


Thy glories 1 abate, 
Or praiſe thee with defign ; 
Some of the favours I forget, 
Or think the merit mine. 


The very ſongs I frame, 
Are faithleſs to thy cauſe, 

And ſtea] the honours of thy name 
To build their own applauſe, 


Create my ſoul anew, 
Elſe all my worſhip's vain; 

This wretched heart will ne'er be true, 
Until 'tis form'd again. | 


i Deſcend, celeſtial fire, 
And ſeize me from ahove, 
Melt me in flames of pure deſire, 
A ſacrifice to love. 


Let joy and worſhip ſpend 
The remnant of my days, 

And to my Ged my ſoul, aſcend, 
In ſweet perfumes of praiſe. 
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A HYM N, 


I. 
A LAS, my aking heart! 
A Here the keen torment lies-; 
It racks my waking hours with ſmart, 
And frights my ſlumbering eyes. 


II. 
Guilt will be hid no more, 
My griefs take vent apace, 
The crimes that blot my conſcience o'er 
Fluſh crimſon in my face. | 


HI, 
My ſorrows, like a flood, 
Impatient of reſtraint, 
Into thy boſom, O my God, 
Pour out a long complaint. 


IV. 
This impious heart of mine 
Could once defy the Lord, 
Could ruſh with violence on to ſir, 
In preſence of thy ſword. 


3 
How often have I ſtood 
A rebel to the ſkies, 
The calls, the tenders of a God, 
And mercy's loudeſt cries ! 


2 
: 
1 


VL 
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VI: | 
He- offers all his-grace, oO 7 = 
And all his heaven to me; 
Offers! but tis to ſenſeleſs braſs; q 
That cannot feel nor ſee. © 


VII. 
Jeſus the Saviour ſtands 
To court me from above, 
And looks and ſpreads his wounded hands, 
And ſhews the prints of love. 12 


. VIII. 
But I, a ſtupid fool, 
How long have 1 withſtood - | 
The bleſſings urchas'd with his foul, 
And paid for all in blood? 


IX. 
The heav'nly dove came down 
And tender'd me his-wings 
To mouvt me upward to a crown 
And 3 immortal things. 


x. 
Lord, I'm aſhamed to ſay 
That I refus'd thy Dove, 
And ſent thy Spirit griev d away, 
To his own realms. of love. 


XI. 
Not all thine heav'nly charms, 
Nor terrors of thy hand, 
Could force me to lay down my ms, 
And bow to oy command, 


oP - — + = * * F * Y 
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XII. 
Lord, tis againſt thy face 
My fins like arrows rife, | 
And yet, and yet (O matchleſs grace!) 
Thy thunder filent lies. 


XIII. 

O ſhall I never feel 
The meltings of thy love ? 

Am I of ſuch hell-harden'd ſteel 
That mercy cannot'move ? 


Now for one powerful glance, 
Dear Saviour, from thy face! 
This rebel heart no more withſtands, 

But finks beneath thy grace. 


j 
N 
1 

j 
. 

| 


O'ercome by dying love J fall, 
Here at thy croſs 1 lie; 

And throw my fleſh, my foul, my all, 
And weep, and love, and die. : 


* 'Riſe. ſays the prince of mercy, riſe, 
« With joy and pity in his eyes : : 
*« Riſe, and behold my wounded veins, 
Here flows the blood to wath thy tains. 


«-See my great Father reconciled :” 
He faid. And lo, the Father Inill'd ;* 
The joyful cherubs clap'd their wings, 
And founded grace on 'all-their firings. 


CHRIST's 
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ier Farrron. 


; J. 
Nough my muſe, of earthly things, 
And 4nſpirations but of wind, 
Take up thy lute, and to it bind 
Loud and everlaſting itrings ; 
And on em play, and to em ſing, 
The happy mournful ſtories, 
The lamentable glories, 
Of the great crucified King. 
Mountainous heap of wonders ! which doſt ariſe r 
Till earth thou joyneſt with the ſkies ! 
Too large at boitom, and at top too high, 
To be halt ſcen by mortal eye. 1 
How ſhall 1 graſp this boundleſs thing! 
What ſhall I play? what ſhall I ſing ? 
III ſing the mighty riddle of myſterious love, 
Which neither wretched men below, nor bleſſed Spi- 
rits above, 
With all their comments can explain ; 
How all the whole worlds life to die did net diſdain. 


IT. 
I'll fing the ſearchleſs depths of the compaſſion di- 
vine, 
1 The depths unfathom'd yet 
£7 By reaſon's plummet, and the line of wit. 
Too light the plummet, and too ſhort the line, 
How the eternal Father did beſtow | 
His own eternal Son as ranſom for his foe. 


© 2082 — 


III 
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I fing aloud, that all the world may hear 
The triumph of the buried Conqueror. 
How hell was by its pris'ner led, 
And the great flayer, death, ſlain by the dead. 


| III. 
Methinks I hear of murdered men the voice, 
Mixt with with the murderers' confuſed noiſe, 
Sound from the top of Calvary ; 
My greedy eyes fly up the hill, and ſee 
Who 'tis 4 there the midmoſt of the three; 
O how unlike the others he! 
Look how he bends his gentle head with bleſſings 
from the tree 
His gracious hands ne'er ſtretcht but to do good, 
Are nail'd to the infamous wood? 
And ſinful man does fondly bind ? 
The arms, which he extends t'mbrace all human kind, g 


| IV. 
Unnhappy man, canſt thou ſtand by, and ſee 
All this as patient as he ? 
Since he thy ſins does bear, 
Make thou his ſufferings thine own, 
And weep, and ſigh, and groan, 
And beat thy breaſt, and tear 4h 
Thy garments, and thy hair, 
And let thy grief, and let thy love 
Through all thy bleeding bowels move. 
Doft thou not fee thy Prince in purple clad all o'er, 
Not purple brought from the Sidonian ſhore, 
But made at home with richer gore ? 
Doſt thou not ſee the roſes, which adorn 
Thy thorny garland, by him worn ? 
Doſt thou not ſee the livid traces 
Of the ſharp a” rude embraces : 


If 
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If yet thou feeleſt not the ſmart + 
Of thorns and —_ in thy heart, 


If that be yet not crucify'd 
Look on his hands, ok on his feet, * on his ſide. 


Open, oh! open wide = fountain of thine « eyes, 
And let e'm call 
Their ſtock of moiſture forth where'er it lies, 
For this will aſk it all, 
Twould all (alas!) too little be 
Though thy falt tears come from a ſea ; 
Canſt thou deny him this, when he 
Has open'd all his vital ſprings for thee? 
Take heed ; for by his ſides myſterious flood 
May well be underſtood, 
That he will require ſome waters to his blood. 


A HYMN. 
Compoſed by a GzxTLEwax during Sickneſi 


H E N riſing from the Bed of Death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
J ſee my Maker, face to face, 
O how ſhall I appear! 


If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be ſought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the then ght. 
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When thou, O Lord, ſhall ſtand diſclos'd;. 
In majeſty ſevere, 
And fit in judgment on my ſoul, 
Oh! how ſhall I appear! 


But thou haſt told the troubled mind, 
Who does her fins lament, 

The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endleſs woe prevent. 


Then ſee the ſorrows of my heart, 
'Ere yet it be too late; 

And hear my Saviour's dying groans, \ 
To give thoſe ſorrows weight. 


For never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, 

Who knows thine only Son has dy'd 
To make her pardon ſure. 


„ 8 


* 


The following H Y MN, which was written by 
Monſieur Des Barreaux, who had been one of the 
eateſt Wits and Libertines in France, but in his 
falt years was as remarkable a Penitent, is here in- 
ſerted on Account of the Erg/; following. 


RAND Dieu, tes jugemens ſont remplis d equits ; 
Toijours, tu prens plaiſir a nous tre propice. 
Mais j'ai tant fait de mal, que jamais ta bonts 
Ne me pardonnera, ſans choquer ta Fuſlice. 
Oui, mon Dieu, la grandeur de mon impieti 
Ne laiſſe à ton pouvoir que le choix du ſuplice : 
Ton intereſt oppoſe a ma felicite ; 
hen E, ta clemence meme attend que je periſſe. 
N 2 Contente 
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Contente ton defir, puis qu'il teſt ghoriens 
Ofenſe toy des pleurs gui coulent de mes jeux; 
Tonne, frappe, il eft tems, rens moi guerre pour guerre; 
adore en periſſant la raiſon qni taigrit. 
Mais defſus quel endroit tombera ton tonnerre, 
Lui ne ſoit tout couvert du ſang de IEsus CurIsT? 


em 


The Same IuIT ATE». 


HY ways, great God, are always juſt and 
right, | 
'Thou'rt pleas'd. when we true happineſs puriue; 
Unbounded goodneſs is thy chief delight, 
Thou doſt.with pity all our failings view. 


But Oh! ſo black with guilt my ſoul is ſtain'd, 
That all my fighs and pray'rs, in vain aſcend 

For me no mercy ne'er can be obtain dj 
Mercy ! to me thy juſtice would offend ! 


Yes, my dread God! ſo impious I have been, 
Thy holy laws and precepts all deny'd ; 

And through my life in ev'ry vary'd ſcene, 
With horrid blaſphemies have thee defy'd, 


I've ſinn'd beyond the reach of mercy here, 

So nothing now, my God, with thee remains; 
Only to chule the torments I muſt bear, 

In agonizing never-ending pains. 


'Th'eternal rules of equity and truth, 
Thoſe ſacred and inviolable bands ; 
Reſtrain my pardon from thy gracious mouth, 


And my deſtruction clemency demands. 5 
| Since 
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Since then thy honour and thy glory cries, 
For juſtice due on this devoted head, 
Let no contrition from my flowing eyes, 


To ſtay thy fury hap'ly interceed. 


Pour out thy wrath, I have deſerv'd it all, 
Thy goodneſs and forbearance never priz d; 
Tis time thy vengeance ſhould upon me fall, 
For I (Oh ! pang to think) have thee deſpis'd. 


Thy juſtice Lord, in periſhing I own, 
' Adore the ſentence I from thee receive; 
Though I repent, repentance can't attone, + 
Nor expiate thoſe crimes for which I grieve. 


But I'll thy ſweet, myſterious love explore: | 
Where ſhall thine anger dart th'impending blow ? ; 
Since with the blood of CurisrT I'm cover d o'er, ] 
And from his wounds doth my ſalvation flow: | 


A HYMN for the Light of Faith. 


\ RISE, on my benighted mind, 
A 


O mighty Saviour of mankind ; 
rife, enlighten all within, 
And chaſe away the miſts of fin, 


Thou art that Son which day-light brings, 
When riſen with healing on thy wings; 
'The wretched world, without thy light, 
Had grop'd in univerſal night. 


What tree without thy genial ray 
Can ſhoot, or what produce the day: . 
So without thee, what virtue ſhine, 
Or grace, without thy aid divine. 


Ariſe, O Day-Star, on my heart, 
And make the height of fin depart ; 
Allay the raging of my will, 

And bid that troubled ſea be ſtill. 


Thou art that univerſal height 

Wouldf ſhine on all with radiance bright, 
Yet men, alas ! perverſely blind, 

Shut out this day-light from their mind, 


Lord, touch my heart that I believe, 
And then I ſhall my ſight recieve, 
The ſight of faith, by which I may 
Rejoice in everlaſting day. 


Aſpiring 


Aſpiring to the Divine Lire, 
AHYMN, 


AIN would my ſoul enjoy her God, 
| And feel the ſunſhine of his face, 
Be dead to this terreſtrial clod, 

And tune her longs to endleſs grace: 


But, oh! theſe treach'rous ears and eyes 
Tempt ſome freſh ſnare where'er I go, 

Drink in the world's tumultuous cries, 
And faſten on its gilded ſhew. 


At night's meridian reign I wake, 8 
Bleſs the blank ſilence and the gloom, 

Then aim an heav'nly flight to take, 
And launch into the joys to come. 


But ſwift the earthborn fancies riſe, 
And break the heav'n-aſcending chain, 
Replace the painted vanities, 

And talk the buzzing ſounds again. 


Sudden a mounting flame aſpires, 
Sudden a duſty fog deſcends ; 
The fog ſubdues the heav'nly fires, 
And damps and darkneſs wide extends, 


O when ſhall that bleſt hour arrive 
That ſets my fetter'd ſoul at large? 

Time faſter ſtill thy chariot drive, 

And haſten death to my diſcharge. 


Or 
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Or rather may Almighty grace 

Exalt, enliven, and refine, 

From this vain heart the world efface, 
And ſeal me with the ſtamp divine. 


Thus, while I ſojourn here below, 
To heav'n my faithful fongs ſhall riſe : 
So angels, when through earth they go, 
Enjoy the raptures of the ſkies, 


C 


ERRATA. 


Page 268, Line 14, for ner read e er. 
Page 270, Line 15, for height read night, and line 18, 


